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PREFACE. 


Ir is now near three years fince the Play, which 


the following ſheets preſent to the Public, was 
repreſented at the Theatre Royal Drury-Lane. 


The fate which it underwent, and the deciſion 


of the audience, are well known. Notwith- 


ſtanding that decifion, the Editor has at length, 


agreeably to his promiſe, made at the time of 
that repreſentation, again laid it before the public, 


which if it expoſes it to the teſt of a more accu- 


rate criticiſm, will give it the opportunity of a 
more unbiaſſed and temperate examination. 


"They, who are at all converſant with dramatic 
concerns, muſt know that the opinion of large 
aſſemblies, promiſcuouſly compoſed of all en 
and claſſes, muſt depend on a variety of circum- 
ſtances, local, temporary and accidental. 


Where no ftronger or worſe motives interfere, 


faſhion and caprice too often give the direction; 


but ſpleen and intereſt are made more powerful 
agents; and by their induſtry and activity, even 
the maſter puppet, be he in ſock or buſkin, may 
> be gained, and the public may be too eaſily and 
AS unwarily 
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iv PREFACE. 
unwarily led by Premature and precipitate con- 


cluſions. 


5 No man who recollects what was faid and written 


in the public prints concerning this piece, on the 
eve of its repreſentation, and the ludicrous man- 
ner in which the principal character was ſuſtained, 
can deny, that the Editor has a right to complain 
of the moſt illiberal and injurious treatment. 


Every undue ſtratagem, and every mean and 


_ petty artifice, was reſorted to within doors and 
without, to prejudice the public mind; and one 


more deeply intereſted than had then, or has yet 


- appearcd, though a profeſſed trader on the ſub- 


ject of Shakeſpeare, on the day before the repre- 


ſentation, under the title of © An Enquiry into 
© the Authenticity of certain miſcellaneous Pa- 
0 pers, &c. &c.“ with this view, and the further 


expectation of helping off a few copies, ſent into 


the world a volume long before e, and | 
long fince forgotten. 


This maſs of dulneß and lelf. conceit, conſiſting 13 
of about 430 pages, eſtabliſhed nothing ; and was 
built on principles (if it is not an abuſe to apply 
to ſuch traſh a term ſo reſpectable) that could not 
poſſibly eſtabl liſh any thing. In every one of the 


juſtances which, with ſuch a weak and over- 


 weening confidence, he ſo very idly brought for- 


ward, he has been expoſed ; and i in ſome of them 
has 


p R E. E AEF. v 
has been himſelf the author and detector of his 
own childiſhneſs, incapacity and ignorance. 


Neither the index - lore, or the alphabetical, 
lexicographical, labours of this ſagacious diſco- 
verer, or his congenial followers or aſſociates, nor 
any declaration ſince made from a quarter once 
domeſtic to the Editor, through which ſomething 

like genuine information might naturally have 
been expected, can induce him to believe that 
great part of the maſs of papers in his poſſeſſion 
are the fabrication of any individual, or {et of men 
of the preſent day. 


A ſruitleſs expectation, that Time, the diſco- 
verer of Truth, might ere this have withdrawn 
that veil of myſtery which yet involves this 

tranſaction, has alone given occaſion to delay in 
this publication. The Editor had been happy 
to have been able to have penetrated it; and to 
have aſſigned to its proper owner each fragment 
and cach whole. 


As to the merits or demerits of the play now be- 
ſore the public, the Editor does not in the ſmalleſt 
degree conſider himſelf reſponſible any where, or 
in any way. He ſold the piece with * all its 
CT imperfections on its head,” after various cool 

and deliberate readings, and ſtated candidly all 
he had been told relative to it; 5 that, which 
. | from 
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vi PREFACE. 
from various circumſtances, he had at that time 
no reaſon to doubt or diſcredit, | 5 


After the play was l for, ſome altera- 


tions were deemed neceſſary to fit it for repre- 


ſentation. It was much too long, and conſequently 
many paſſages were expunged; and in one hifto- 
rical fact, thought too groſs for the public ear, 
viz. the inceſtuous paſſion of the king towards 
his daughter, it underwent ſome further altera- 
tions; but excepting theſe particulars, it ſtands 
ncarly as in the * 


In this ſtate it was delivered. to the Theatre 


with a requeſt, or rather treaty, that all further 


alteration, deemed neceſſary, ſhould be made by 
the acting manager, or any other perſon competent 
to the buſineſs: to this requeſt he received the 
following official anſwer from Mr. Kemble :— 
„That the play would be acted faithfully from 
« the copy ſent to the theatre ;” and it was ac- - 
cordingly acted, literally from the Manuſcript _ 
delivered to the houſe. This conduct was, as 
the Editor believes, unprecedented in the manage- 
ment of a Theatre, and muſt warrant him in con- 
cluding that in the judgment of the acting ma- 


nager, the play wanted no aid or alteration. 4 


Be theſe matters as they may, this piece is laid 
before the public with ſuch interpolations by 


the 
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PREFACE. vil 
the Editor, as he preſumes it was the duty of 
the acting manager to have made previews to its 
| repreſentation. 


The fines printed within the inverted commas 
were not in the play-houſe copy, and conſe- 
y_Y were not es 


The Editor fs, cad here begs leave to ac- 
knowledge, his obligations to his friend William 
L inley, Efq. for his {kill in compoſing the three 
ſongs in this piece, in which he is univerſally al- 
lowed to have ſhewn much taſte and judgment; 
he likewiſe profeſſes himſelf much indebted to Mis. 
Jordan and Mrs, Powell, for their very ſpirited 
exertions, and excellent acting on this occaſion ; 
and could he with truth or juſtice make the 
ſmalleſt acknowledgement to Mr. Kemble and 
his fellow tragedian Mr. Phillimore, he has little 
doubt, but that, whoever may have been the 
author of the piece, it might ſtill have been re- 

ceived, and might have promoted the intereſts 
Z of the Theatre. 


. Norſolk-fireet, 
Strand, 1799. 


P R O- 


PROLOGUE, 


V OR TIG E R N. 
| Written by JAMES HENRY PEEL, Fs. P. I. 


HE cauſe with learn'd inveſligation fraught, 
Behold at length to this tribunal brought, © 
l No fraud your penetrating eyes can cheat, 
| None here can Shakeſpeare's writing counte! eit. 
| As well the taper's baſe unluſtrous ray 
Might firive io emulate the orb of day, 
As modern bards, whom venal hopes inſpire, 
; Can catch one ſpark of his celeſtial fare. 
Tf in our ſcenes your eyes delighted find 
Marks that denote the mighty maſter's mind, 
If at his words, the tears of pity flow, 
' Your breaſts with horror thrill, with rapture glow, * 
If on your harrot d ſouls impreſs 'd you feet © 
The ſtamp of nature's unconteſted ſeal, 
Demand no other proof—nor taly pore 
O'er mouldy manuſcripts of ancient lore, 
i 5 To fee if every tawny line diſplay 
4 The genuine ink of fam'd Eliza's day. 
| Mor ftrive with curious induſtry to know 
How poets ſpelt 140 centuries ago. 


Err l — 8 


PROLOGUR-- ix 
But if theſe proofs ſhould fail ; if in the ſtrain 
You ſeek the drama's awful fire in vain, 

Yet in our ancient legend ſhould you trace 
Duub's genuine features, tho" of humbler grace, 
 Condemn not raſhly—oer the foreſt glade 
Tho' the oak ſpread no patriarchal ſhade, 

Pet may a ſhrub of. no unlovely green 
With vivid foliage deck the ſylvan ſcene, 
Some tuneful notes the vocal woodlands fill, 
And ſoothe the ear, Ipo. philomel be ſtill. 

Then each extraneous matier laid fide, 

By its own merit be our drama tried. 

Forget the prejudice of rigid art, 

Zo read the code of nature in the heart; 

_ Conſult her laws, from partial favour free, 

And give, as they decide, your juſt decree, 
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PROLOGUE. 


W ritten n by Sir JAMES BLAND BURGESS, Baur. 
| L | Spoken by Mr. WHITFIELD. 


0 | Nos common cauſe your 8 now . 
Before the court immortal Shakeſpeare ſtands; 3 
That mighty maſter of the human ſoul, 


| Who rules the paſſions, and with ſtrong controul 0 
| Thro' every turning of the changeful heart . 1 
[ Directs his courſe TENN, and leads his kg | 5 W 
a art. | ; 
5 | When on his birth propitious nature * Th No 
1 And hung tranſported o'er her favourite child, : Un 
While on his head her choiceſt gifts ſhe ſhower” d, 2 55 * 
And o'er his mind her inſpiration pour'd; „ | If, 
% Proceed,” ſhe cried, © the high decree fulfil! Ric 
« *Tis thine to rule with magic ſway the will, ps 
LNG 


On fancy's wing to ftretch o'er boundleſs ſpace, 

14 % And all creation's varied works to trace 
3 <« Tis thine each flitting phantom to purſue, 

; Fach hidden power of verſe to bring to view, 

= | «© To ſhed o'er Britiſh taſte celeſtial day, 

* And reign o'er Genius with unrivall'd ſway.” 
Such was the high beheſt—the ſacred choice 
Long bas been ſanction'd by your candid voice; 
The favour'd relics of your Shakeſpearc' s hand 

| Wien d, and inimitable, ſtand. 
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PR OL OG UE. xi 
lf hope of fame ſome modern bards has led 
To try the path where Shakeſpeare wont to tread, 
If, with preſumptuous wing, they dar'd aſpire 
To catch ſome portion of his ſacred fire, 
Four critic pow'rs the vain attempt repell'd, 
The flimſy vapour, by your breath diſpell'd, 
Expoſed the trembling culprit to your fight, 
While Shakeſpeare's radiance ſhone with doubled 
„ü 
From deep oblivion ſnatch'd, this play appears: 
It claims reſpect, ſince Shakeſpeare's name it bears; 
That name, the ſource of wonder and delight, 
To a fair hearing has at leaſt a right. 
Me aſk no more—with you the judgment lies ; 5 
No forgeries eſcape your piercing eyes ! 
Unbiaſs'd then pronounce your dread decree, 
Alike from prejudice and favour free. 
If, the fierce ordeal paſs'd, you chance to find 
Rich ſterling ore, tho' rude and unrefin'd, 
Stamp it your own; aſſert your poet's fame, 


And add, freſh wreaths to Shakeſpeare's honour” d 
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| DRAMAT IS PERSONE. 


cer - 
AVURELIUS = = 
DE Rnũõ 
VorTIGERN = = 
WorTIMERUS = 
 CaTAGRINUS = = 
PASCENTIUS = 
HrneisT - 
Horsus = = = 
Foo 


SERVANT = = = 
Epp MUND =» 


FLAvVIA - = = 
RowWENA - = = 


ATTENDANTS ON 
7 . 


Mr. Benſley. 
Mr. Barrymore. 
Mr. Caulfield. 
Mr. Kemble. 
Mr. Whitfield. 
Mr. Trueman. 
Mr. C. Kemble. 
Mr. Benſon. ' 


Mr. Phillimore. 
Mr. King. 
Maſter De Camp. 
Maſter Gregſon. 


Mrs. Powell. 


| Mrs. Jordan. 
- Miſs Leake. 


Miſs Tidſwell. 
Mis ANC. 


Barons, — Guards, xc. cc. 
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PORTIGERN. 


ACE 
SCENE I. 


A large Hall, 883 CoNSTANTIUS, VoRTIGERN, 
WoRTIMERUS, CATAGRINUS, PASCENTIUS, 


and Attendants. 


Gil 5 


1 00D Vortigern! as peace doth bleſs our iſle, 
5 And the loud din of war no more affrights us, 
And as my ſoul hath plac'd thee next herſelf, 
Tis our deſire that thou deny'ſt us not, 
That, which anon we crave thee to accept, 
We though moſt weighty be our proffer'd taſk, 
We truſt thy goodneſs will not yet refuſe, 
For we have always found thee ſoft by nature, 
And like the pelican, e'ea with thy blood, 
Ready to ſuccour and relieve. 
Vor. Moſt gracious ſov' reign! to command is 
thine, | 
And as a ſubje& mine is to obey. 
Con. Such was the anſwer we did here expect, 
And farther now we ſhall expiain our meaning ; 
As frozen age we find doth faſt approach, 
And ſtate affairs lie heavy with ovurſelf, 
We here to thee half of our pow'r reſign, 
That thy reward may pace with this thy labour. 


To this our e what reply ? 
B Vor. 
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2 _ VORTIGERN. 
Per. Oh! my moſt noble, ock, and bounteous | 


. 
Theſe honours are ;ndecs ſo great, ſo weighty, 
I fear leſt like a garment too confin'd, 


They aukwardly ſhould preſs upon the wearer. 


Therefore, my gracious lord ! let one more worthy, 
1 do beſeech thee, bear them. 
Con. Nay! nay! this thy excuſe will not ſuf- 
neee 


| Fen here, we do await thy full coalent, 


And, that we may more ſpeedily conclude, 
We do require of thee that thou ſhould'ſt ſign 


Theſe papers, by the which thou wilt become 


Jointly with ourſelf, King of this our realm. 
Vor. 1 thall, my lord, obey your high command, 


D Sigus the paper. 


Con, We ſhall await your coming at our palace. 


Vor. Fortune, I thank thee! 
Now is the cup of my ambition full! 


And by this riſing tempeſt in my blood 


I feel the faſt approach of greatneſs which 


Elen like a peaſant ſtoops for my acceptance. 
But hold! O conſcience, how is it With thee ? | 
Why doſt thou pinch me thus, for ſhould I heed Y 


thee, 


"Then muſt my work crumble and fall to vonght; 


Come then thou ſoft, thou double fac'd deceit! 


Come deareſt flatt'ry! come direſt murder! 
Attend me quick, and prompt me to the deed | 


W hat ! jointly wear the crown? No! I will all! 
And that my purpoſe may ſoon find its end, 
This, my good King, muſt I unmannerly 


Puſh from his ſeat and fill myſelf the chair; 


Welcome then glittering mark of royalty ! 


And with thy n yo vpprelare weight, | „„ 
Bind 


Exit 9 =, 


„ VORTIGERN. — 
Bind faſt this firm, and this determin'd brow. 
_But ere I do proceed, let caution guide me, 
For though the trunk and body of the tree 
Be thus within my gripe, {till do I fear 
Thoſe boughs which ſtand ſo near and cloſe allied, 
Which will, ere long, yield ſeeds for their revenge. 
Then fince my ſoul e'en murder muſt commit, 
To gratify my thirſt for royalty, _ 
Why ſhould I play the child, or like a niggard, 
By ſparing, mar and damn my cauſe for ever? 
No! as the blow ſtrikes one, all three ſhall fall ! 
Then ſhall I, giant-like, and void of dread, | 
 Uprear my royal and encircled brow, 
And in the face of the Omnipotent 
Bid bold defiance. 
This my determination then ſhall be, 
And firm as adamant the end Þ ll fee. 


SCENE HU. 
A Chamber in VoRTIGERx's Palace. 
Enier E.DMUNDA and FLAYIA. 


% Fla. Deareſt mother! why let watery grief 
* Like a corroding and flow malady Fr 
Nip thus the faireſt and moſt beauteous pearl, 
“ That ever art of man by ſtealth or cunning 
e Drew from the azure vault of brighteſt heav'n, 
Jo grace this earth? Ohl my beloved mother! 
Turn, turn thoſe tear worn eyes, and let one ſmile, 
One cheering look of ſweet ſerenity, ; 
Beam forth to comfort my afflicted ſoul! 
Edm. Oh! heavens! my gentle Flavia! would 
I could! 
But this corroding penſive melancholy 
| Moſt venom-like, deſtroys its nouriſher, 


cr 
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1 VORTIGERN. 


Oh! Vortigern, my lov'd, once loving huſband, 


Why rend this burſting heart with cold diſdain, 


E'en the poor culprit brought before his judge 


May boldly plead his cauſe ; but I alas | 


Moſt innocent, and ignorant of my fault, 
Muſt bear the weight of judgment. 


Enter PASCENTIUS. 


Fla. What news of good import, my deareſt 
brother, 


Does this thy eager joy now cloak 8 us? 


Piaſ. Oh! I have tidings I Would fain make 
known, | | 


But they are of ſuch wond'rous et 


That ] can ſcarcely give them utterance, 


Edm. Oh! ſpeak, my child! my dear Paſcen- 


tivus, ſpeak, 
For much thy mother conſolation needs. 5, 


Paſ. The King then, madam, in his royal 


bounty, 
Hath jointly with pimſelf, conferr'd the ſway 
Of this our mighty kingdom, on my father. 
Edm. Now woe indeed bath made her maſter- 
piece! 
Ambition thou ! thou art mine enemy; ; 


Thy idle dreams have forc'd my huſband 5 me ;: 


Thy honey'd viſions have depriv'd my foul 
Of that alone which made life worth retaining: 7 
Yes, thou art now, alas! become a flow'r 


That by the radiance of the fun is parch'd, 
And lacking droge of Tuccour, droops and dies. 


Enter 5 O0L, whimf 2 li attir ed, with his Bells 
aud Ladle. 


Va, Whither fo faſt, good Fool? 1 
5 


O RTI GEN. 5 
' Foil. Good Fool, ſay'ſt thou! marry, theſe are 
Tweet words, that do not often fall to our lot ; 
but let me tell you, good maſter, fools have 
excellent wits, and thoſe that ha' none will 
_ gladlygo flatter, leſt the fool's folly ſhould make 


them {HI more fooliſh. 


Paſ. But, prithee, tell us what is FO affair? 

Fool. Oh ! my affair is weighty indeed, being 
burthened with the e 0 royalty. 

Paſ. And wherefore ſo? 

Fool. I pray you ſtay your patience but awhile, 
and I will tell you: thou doſt expect nought 
from the Fool, but folly ; but from a king thou 
wouldſt a cunning ſpeech. | 

 Paſ. And is't not fo? 

Fool. Oh! no, by my troth, our good ſove -ereion 
hath unto my noble maſter betray ed great lack of 
pale, 

* How ſo? | 
Fool. Why your wiſe man will tell you, the 

crown doth gall the wearer; but marry! I will 
ſhew myſelf the fool indeed, for I do ſay the half 
oft pinches more than the whole. 

Paſ. Thou wouldſt be witty, Fool! 
Froeol. Marry, ſay not 1 would be, but that I am 
ſo; for let me tell you, the wit of your Fool is 
true wit, being ſolely his own, no man coveting 
N whereas that of your wiſe man comes from 
books, and from thoſe who went before. But 
wherefore ſhould I thus loſe wind? my wit being 
folly, is not by your wiſe man underſtood ; there- 
fore, I'll to the purpoſe. My maſter is made 
half King, and ſends me his ſwift Mercury, to 
tell your gentle ladyſhip his honour's pleaſure. _ 
Eam. Prithee, be brief, and tell thine errand. 

quickly. 5 

D 3: | Fool. 
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3 vox TIGER N. . 
| Fool. An pleaſe you then, my ſweet miſtreſs, 


he wills that you do put on your beſt attire, and : 
that you do ſtraight attend him, and g before : 


* «>< 
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th'other half o'th* crown. 
Edam, We ſhall be ready at command. Eren. 


=D c E N E III. 
Another Apartment 1 in VorTIGeRN' s Palace. 
Enter VoRTIGERN, | 


"0 Thus far, then, have my deeds : a fan&tion 
"found, 
For ſtill each morn doth the reſplendant n 
Dart forth its golden rays, to grace my ſight. 
O what an inconſiſtent thing is man | 


There was a time when e' en the thought of murder 


Would have congeal'd my very maſs of blood; 


And, as a tree, on the approaching ſtorm, 
« Wen fo my very frame would ſhake and tremble :”? 


But now I ſtand not at the act itſelf, 


Which breaks all bonds of boſpitality.— — 


To me, the King hath ever been moſt kind; 
Yea, even lavith of his princely favours,— 
And this his love I do requite with murder! 


And wherefore this? What! for a diadem, 


The which I purchaſe at no leſs a coſt 


Than even the perdition of my foul ; 
Still at that ſelf ſame price will I obtain it. 
The rooted hate the Britons bear the Scots 
ds unto me an omen moſt propitious; 

L have diſpatch d my fecret emiſaries, _ 
And the young princes ſons of the old King, 
5 long time ſince for ſtudy ſent to Rome) 


ven for them have I prepared honours: _ 
For ere the moon ſhall twice have fill'd her orb, 
Death {ball provide for them a CLOWN immortal ! ! 


Enter | 


wi boi bs 15 


* 


VORTIGERN. | — 


Enter PE vant. 


1 Two officers, my lord ! await your hifi 
Vor. Well, ſhew them to our Preſence. 


Enter Murderers, | 25 


Have ye concluded, 
Is your anſwer ready * 


Murd. We have confider' Fl all, 
And on your promis'd bounty undertake 


A ſpeedy execution. 


Vor. You are agreed? 
Both. Yes, my good lord. 
Vor. Liſten then awhile ! 


This night Conſtantius gives a feaſt, at which 
He wills I ſhould be preſent, mark me well, 


For I will give the ſignal, and retire. 


Then tarry not, but do it on the inſtant. 


 Murd. F car not, my noble lord, we are refolv'd. 
[ Exeunt. 


Yor. Now then good King prepare thee for the _ 


worſt. 


For ere the. thick and noiſome air of night 


Shall with damn'd Hecate's baneful ſpells be fill'd, 
Thou muſt from hence to the cold bed of death, 


To whom alike peaſant and king are ſlaves. 
Come then black night, and hood the world in 


darkneſs, 


5 Seal cloſe the hearts of thoſe I have ſuborn'd, 


That pity may not turn them from their purpoſe. 
LEW. 
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5 'VORTIG GERN. 


S C E N E IV. „ i | | 
A Chamber i in Cors raxrius Palace. 
Enter CoxsTAxTIuS with a Groom. 9 
Con. Here place the light, now haſten to the hall, 0 
1 And unto Vortigern preſent this ring, 5 
li Pledge of my facred friendſhip, and alliance, , 
| q N Tell him I fain would ſee him in the morning— | 
Hl - Farewel, good Fage I now would be alone. = Ig 
mW „ 
[3] T0) fleep;. thou nouriſher of man and babe, 8 
"hy Soother of every ſorrow, that can'ſt bury Be 
a -- I) be care-diftracted mind in ſweet oblivion, 5 
4 Io thee, O gentle pow'r! I pawn my foul! 
1 Here then, on my bended knee, great God, 
| Let me implore thy grace, and >ok for mercy ; 
i * Though thou haſt | plac'd me ſovereign over men, 15 
1 « And on my brow hath fix'd a diadem; 85 
1 Let am I ſubject ſtill to human frailty, _ 5 
=. And naught can boaſt more than my meaneſt | 5 
5 van ne 
1 5 How wiſely haſt thou fram'd thy work of nature, : hy 
| Even the ſmalleſt reptile hath its inſtinct, a 
W118 Aye, is as nicely form'd as man, himſelf. 25 
Fl Both tvo muſt die, both rot and come to duſt. * 
144 Vet man hath one great property beſides, Ez 
Fl A never fading, an immortal ſoul ! | 66 
BY! | 1282 that thought ] reſt my happineſs. « 
1 8 | Len on the conch, 
| il Fe eo Murderers. 00 
i | . ur, «ONT if one pot did ſully his pure | 
11 | ou 
[4 _—_— 1 In heaven hath he wWip 0 it clean away, 15 
vr | 18 „ With 
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VORTIGERN. 4 
« With this bis ſweet unfeigned oraiſon. 
2nd. Mur. Tis true 


85 The King to us hath ever been moſt kind, 


« We've ſerv'd and gained honours under bim; 


Twould have diſgrac'd the name of Murderer 
Had we to cold death ſent him unprepar'd. 
© Fore'en the rigid law itſelf allows 


« To crimes moſt daring, moſt atrocious, 


A time to pray, a time to aſk for mercy. 
1/t. Mur. Why how now? 


Haſt thou forgot thine errand, 


6 Waſt ſent here to prate thus, 

« Or to fulfil thy promiſe? 

I'll do't, nor this thy dagger will I ſheath 
„Till reaking with his blood. 


_ 2nd, Mur. Yet one moment I pray thee, 


66 comrade | 
1/t Mur. I tell thee J will not. 
« For as I am a man and ſoldier, 


| = So will I ſcorn to break my promis'd vow. 


1ſt. Mur. Thou ſhalt not yet, 

« For ſtatue like, here will I fix myſelf 
Till thou doſt hear me out. 

« Oh! is't not moſt manlike, that we ſtain 


« Our hands with blood that ne'er did us offend ? 


«* Ist not molt ſerpent like, to ſting ſweet ſleep, 

* Which even from the giant takes all ſtrength, 

« And makes man taſte of that which is to come? 

Let us, I pray thee friend, turn from the deed ! 

« I cannot, dare not, nay ! I will not do't— 
2nd. Mur. Coward, take hence that poor un- 

© manly carcaſe, 
Or this my ſteel ſhall work a double end. 


/. Mur. © Lay on then! for, I will defend the 
5 And 


66 King, 
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And this my two edg' d work to him unfold. 
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d And may the Gods aid this my good deſign.” | 
[ They fight, firft Murderer dies behind the Scenes, 


? The King awakes. 
Con. * Vaſſal, 1 * what means this bloody 


deed? 
e This bold intruſion in our mn one? 


Can majeſty command no more reſpect, 


<* But, that our very fleep muſt be diſturb'd 
6 With murder, rude and moſt licentious ? 


NM. « Why plainly then! I do not Tear FAR 


** preſence, 


« And to be brief with thee. thine har 5 is come |! 
King. Traitor and villain, what would'ſt thou? 
Mur. Nay then, an thou doſt ſpeak ſo rudely, 


„Take thy reward. labs bim. 


King. Oh! I die, feet Heaven receive my 


. e 
Forgive, oh pardon this bes crime 


* come! bliſs! bliſs! is my reward for ever. 
[Dies. 


" Mar. os Farewell, good King! and thou 1 


« comrade too!“ 


as for my touler purpoſe, that one! 


Hence on time's wing will I to Vortigern, TH 


SCENE: NV. 


Enter VorTIGERN with Guards, as having viewed 


the dead body of the King, behind the 8 cenes. 


vor. Ol this prepoſterous and inhuman ad, 
oth ſtir up pity in the blackeſt hell. 


[Exit : : 


 Heav'n's 


n 


X 


fo | 
« And the livid, and flaky lightning, 


_ « Widely burſt ope each crack in Heav'n's high 


% portal.” | 


Have ye the traitor feiz'd? Is he yet dead? 


Of. Hard by, my lord, he lies reeking in's blood, 
Deſpair and horror maſtered each man's breaſt ; * 


'The attempt to check their rage would have been 


:. --- ufelels, 
His body is become one gaping wound. 


Vor. O! my good friends, wou'd you had ſpar'd 


his life, 


And that your zeal had been more temperate, 
For by the workings of my ſoul, I find 


This was the inſtrument, but not the head. 
Off. Name him you deem the murderer, good 
my lord? N 


Vor. Be ſilent and mark well that I ſhall ſay, 


The Scots you know do bear us enmity, 
Many of rank do tarry in our Court ; 


On them the guilt of this foul murder reſts. 
J pray you inſtantly diſpatch the guard,  —_ 
And ſeize each Scotſman ye ſhall chance to meet; 
J will go ſummon all the lords to council, 


And well conſider that *twere beſt to do. 
: > [ Exeunt, 


40 


SCENE 


VORTIGERN, = 
Heav'n's aſpect did foretell ſome ill this night, 
For each dread ſhrieking miniſter of darkneſs, 
Did chatter forth his rude and diſmal ſong, 
While bellowing thunder ſhook the troubled 
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12 VORTIGERN. 


> c E N E VI. 
22 of Barons. 


Enter Vor! IGERN. 


Ver. Oh! my thrice noble and right cw 


Peers, 


We are now met upon the heavieſt ſun nmons 


That ever yet did occupy our thoughts; 
The ſparkling drop which graces every eye, 
And fain wou'd deluge every manly cheek, 
Denotes the brimful ſorrow of each heart 'X 
Pity diſgraces not the manlike brow, 


And yet it ſuits but ill the preſent criſis, 
When our beſt ſtrength and wWiſdom both are 


needful, 


To ſtem this black, this damn'd confpiracy ; ; 


For bloody war and foul rebellion lurk 


Bencath the maſk of cruel treachery, 


Which i'th' preſent is fo plainly Rk” | 

By the brutal deed of theſe vile Scotſmen ! 

Then let not drowſy thought deter our purpoſe, 
Nor baſely rot in us the plant of juſtice, 

The clamorous people call aloud for ſentence, 
Should we delay, it will go hard with us. 


1/t. Bar. Truſting to thee, our noble good Pro- 


tector, 


We 34 without delay, pronounce as guilty, 


The perpetrators of this crying deed. 
We alſo do, with general accord, 


- Beleech you bear the office of a King, 
Until the Princes do return from Rome; 


For on Aurelius, now the elder ſon 


"ef bj > 4 ty Sn tg: 


Of 
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Ol our deceaſed King the election lights; 
Mell do we know how tedious is tliis taſk, 
Hoy full of trouble and perplexity! ! 


But we do alſo know thee for a man, 


Moſt good, moſt perfect, and moſt merciful ! 


Vor. I fear good Barons you do flatter me! 
1 thought ere this, to have reſigned the weight, 
WLich the late King had heap'd upon my houl- 

ders; | 

But mark the {ad 1 for even now, 
You double this my load, and bear me down; 
Oh! you ha' ſtruck me where I am indeed 
Moſt vulnerable—-** The voice 0'1h* people!“ 


For them I will ſurrender liberty. 


Diſpatch to Rome the meſſengers I pray, 


And let Aurelius know, that he is called 
To wear this gold, this forked diadem, 


That gives to man the {way of ſovereignty. 

2nd. Bar. My lord! the people, Barons, all do 
thauł you 

For this your Kind compliance with their will ; 


To morrow's dawn ſhall ſee the packets ready, 


And we will then conſult what meſſengers 

Shall to the princes bear, theſe heavy tidings. 

Vor. Tis well! Ido commend your zealous care ; ; 

And now, good friends, one mournſul charge 
remains, 


To attend the burial of our murdered King; 
Oh! "twas a nipping blaſt, which tuddenly 
Bereft us of our firſt, our ſweeteſt plant, 
Both King and Father it hath ſtolen from us; 
-<< But wherefore do I ſtrive to ope anew, 
© Thoſe gates which bar the courſe of liquid ſorrow? 


% No! rather let your big griefs pine unſeen, 

Where cold reſtraint can neither chide nor curb 
ye, * 5 

Farewel! time then be yours until to-morrow. 


 [Exeunt, 


= VORTIGERN. 


SCENE VII. 


4 Ball in Vonriekuv, 8 Palace. f „ 14 
Enter VORTIGERN. ED | 3 
Ter, Tow ſtands it now—then am I but Pros. 25 
„ deer | 1 
Oh! 'tis an attribute my ſoul abhors, 5 8 
To ſovereignty Z.! Have, | 
That looks with wiſtful eyes upon the crown, Eo by 
ÞÞ And dares not touch it ; O! I will none on't. Ye 
if Curſe on thoſe lords that did award me this, 7 N 
Mi | | Whoſe juſtice needs muſt force them keep the Ti 
Mb Cron . Ts 
I | For thoſe, who by deſcent, do moſt deferve it. | Shy 
3 By heav'ns, I'll pour my bitter Vengeance down . © Fla 
1 For this their ſlow and niggardly promotion. = No 
Way Tet as they did award and give me {way Yet 
1 Until the Prince Aurelius ſhould return, „ Op} 
1 | Then is it mine moſt ſure ! the Princes cannot My 
. From their cold graves return to take it fromme? Wh 
' 1 | I beir wiſh'd-for death is ſure, yet do I dread=— This 
. For here within, there lurks a meflenger _ And 
. That cautions me, and fain wou'd ha' me fear. | 
114 What ho! without I ſay! who attends there! 
f i | Enter Servant. | 
| is RE Co” Por. Are there no letters yet arriv ed fre om Rome? 
Wah SE Serv. No, my good liege. „ 
BY) Por. Nor meflengers? _ 1 
1 Serv. Neither, my gracious fir, 5 
1 | Vor. Retire a while, [ Exit 1 To # 
r Nor meſſengers nor letters! this alarms me; Thro 
1614 a. But what Care I, cen let the Princes ome, = 55 
f 1 | 3 When . 
it 


nt. 


en. 
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When come, there's room enough i'th” ground 
for them. 


But ſoft! and let me weigh my preſent ſtate, 


For much I fear theſe barons proffer'd friendſhip, 


Their niggard ſhew of liberality 


* Suits ill my lofty aim, and but the ſemblance 
wears 


8 of that my ſoul is thirſting for Dominion 
Not rivetted by cloſer ties their Chief, W 


friendly, 


May ſwerve and prove a foe.” — 


Yet I've a lure that ſhall enſnare that chief” 


My daughter's hand! but if ſhe ſhou'd refuſe, 
Then were my purpoſe baffled, or deſtroy'd. 


Is it not ſtrange, a flinty heart like mine, 
Should ſtagger thus at thinking of a daughter ? ? 
Flavia! whoſe fondeſt love to young Aurelius, 


Now ſojourning at Rome, hath long been pledg'd! 
Vet what of that! ſhall ſhe, a whining girl, 
Oppoſe a father's and a monarch's will? 


My firm reſolve once known, will ſhake that mind 
Which 1n her gentleſt moments nature fram'd ; 
This work atchiey'd each lord his aid ſhall lend 


| And to my will the haughtieft — ſhall bend. 


Exit. 
SCENE VIII. 
London. The Palace. 


Enter FLAvVIA and PASCENTIUS. 


Fla. Oh! heav'ns! in thy great mercy thou haſt 


led me 
To that dear obje& I fo long have ſought 
Through ev'ry ſecret winding o thi palace. 
IM My Flavia * 
: What 


*. 
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What is't bath ruffled thus thy gentle boſom? 
J fear our father hath occaſion'd this, 
For late as paſſing through the hall I ſaw him, 
He paced to and fro in great diſorder, 


Sometimes in deep thought loſt, he'd ſtop and 


pauſe, 


Then o'er his troubled breaſt croſſing his arms, 


Would utter words, but in a voice 10 o Ww. 


That they diſtill'd themſelves i'th' gentle air. 


Tho? 1 did thrice addreſs him, yet he brake 


Abruptly from me, and no anſwer made. 


I never ſaw the conflict of his ſoul 
So plainly in his countenance ry" 'd. 
Fla. Alas! *tis true! I too have ſeen my Sue, 


And harſhly has he urg'd my breach of vow 


To my Aurelius, and to pledge my love 

To one my ſoul abhors! ſay then, my brother, 
Is that kind friendſhip for my lov'd Aurelius, 
Which firſt in years of infancy took root, 


Is it yet untainted ? Speak truly brother 
And are thy vows of friendſhip to thy ſiſter 
Pure and unſpotted as the face of heay' nt 


And wilt thou ſave her? 
Paſ. Tis not in my nature 
To act a treach'rous or ungenerous part 4 
Fla. Enough, enough, I meant not to offend ; 
That I'm about to aſk is truly urgent, 
Nor more nor leſs than our own baniſhment. 
Paſ. Th' impending exile is to me moſt ſtrange, 
But if thy deareſt mother thou can'ſt leave, 


Then mult it be molt preſſing; I conſent, 
And will not ruffle thee by further queſtion. 


But filence for a while, here comes the Fool, 
Of him tome tidings we perchance, may hear. 


Enter 


VO R'T1GERN ; 17 
Euter Fool. 
Fils. Speak, Fo, when did'ſt laſt ſee my gen- 


| tle mother? 

Fool. Rather aſk, when 'twas that I e'er ſaw 
thy father in ſuch ſort before; marry, he did 
never ſpeak ſo roundly to me. Of old, your 
Fool did make your ſage one tremble, but my 
foolſhip hath not found it ſo. Times muſt in- 
deed be bad, when fools lack wit to battle wiſe 
mens ire; nay, but I have legs, therefore can 
run ; a heart, that's merry, but wou'd be more 
ſo, an *twas drench'd with ſack from my ladle; but 


no matter, that's empty, till you gentles chuſe 


to fill it, then by your leaves we'll walk, and 
rot our wits where _ chance meet better 
fare 

Paſ. Nay, nay, come hither Fool, be not too 

haſty ; 
This fellow's true and elk; a; fans Giſter, 
_ Might well our purpoſe ſerve, wilt thou conſent 
That in our ſervice he be bound ? 
Fla. Of me aſk nothing, but purſue that 

LE, - 

Which! in thy riper wiſdom ſhall ſeem meet. 

Paſ. What's thy purpoſe, Fool? 

Fool. To quit thy father. 

Paſ. What think'ſt o'me for a maſter? 
Fiool. Nay, o'that I think not, for thou wou' dſt 
joke, but an thou doſt, thou baſt rare impudence 

to do't i'th' preſence of a fool. 

When thy beard is ſomewhat blacker, 
When thy years have made thee riper, 

When in thy purſe the pounds thou'lt tell, 

And for a brothel thou'lt not ſell 


Thy patrimony, and thy lands, 


Why marry, an I ſhould then find nought more 
ſuiting, my charity ſhall bid me follow thee, and 
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teach thee the ways o'this ſlippery world. 
Fla. O tarry not, for we muſt hence away; ; 


What hour is it? 


Paſ. Near five o'th' clock. 5 
Yon brilliant maſs o'fire the polden ſun, 


Hath juſt ſaluted with a bluſhing kits, 
That partner of his bed the vaſty ſea. 


Fool. Yea, and your father wills that you do ſoon . 
falute your beds, for he hath order'd that ſupper 


be inſtantly brought into the hall. 


Fla. Good heav'n's! ſo ſoon, O my Paſcentius, 


Each moment loſt is an eternity. [ Exeunt. 


Fool. Nay, then ye are gone and ha left your 
poor Fool behind. Methinks I love that young 
maſter; nay, I know not how 'tis, but my legs 
wou'd needs go follow him; yet maſter Fool, is 
this wiſdom? for they ſay the legs ſhould ne'er 


carry away the brains; yet let me ſee, cannot I. 


in my folly, now form this laying, and turn it to 
mine own conceit? I ha hit it; for it matters 
not what comes o'my brains, for men ſay they are 
good for naught, but my legs are; therefore, let 
the better o'th' two ſerve as guide bor” the other. 


Pu * chem, and follow him. Exit. 


END or THE FIRST ACT. 


2 . 
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1 II. 
SCENE I. 


Rome. 


Brothers , 


| Uter. ELN now 1n Rome have we for ſeven 


| long years 
Made this our weariſome and conſtant ſojourn, 
I would we were again in Britain. 


Aur. Even fo good Uter ſtands it with myſelf, 


Nay, an thou yearn'ſt to ſee thy native land, 

How 1s it then with me that there have left 

The jewel of my ſoul, my deareſt Flavia! 

 Urer. Nay, good my brother, patience yet a 
little, 

All will be well, Flavia doth love you till. 

Aur, I cannot, will not bear this ablence longer. 


Enter Servant. 


i * A meſſenger, my lords, attends without 
On buſineſs of great erg we- 

Aur. Whence comes he? 

Serv. From Britain. 


Aur. From Britain ſay'ſt thou! then admit 


him ſtraight. | [ Exit Serv. 


Enter M 8 


Me ef. My gractous lord, are you the eldeſt ſon 
: Of our good King Conſtantius? 
Aur. Even lo. 


CA _ Mof. 
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1 Meſ. This packet then, I tear, will news contain 
he moſt acting 5 


| AvRELIUS reads. 


Theſe letters we in haſte diſpatch'd to tell you, 
Of your dear father's death, and to forewarn you 
Of your own danger—Murder moſt foul hath 
ta'en him. 
Vortigern on the Scots hath laid the murder ; 
But under this pretence much hes conceal'd. 
Till you arrive, he is to rule deputed: 
But as you prize your lives return not yet. 
Aur. Oh! horror! hor ror! my dear father 
murder'd! - 
Urer. By whom? ſpeak Meſſenger, where, when; | = 
| and how? . 
Mel, The plot, good Princes, bath been deeply 1 
Ia =: | We 
Aur. This is indeed moſt. ſoul ! Die: on, my Le 
friend, 5 
Speak quickly, I intreat thee ! . 
Meſ. Then thus 115—Yortigern hath done the _ 
„„ G00 3 — 
His love of {plendour, pomp and ſovereignty, 
And his great int'reſt in the people's minds, 
All, all did prompt him to this belliſh act. 
Aur. Uter, oh heavens! the father of my F lavial 
It is impoſſible! It cannot be! 
___ Uter. Oh! this indeed is damned treachery. 
My dear Aurelius, let not ſtupor choak 
The worthy feeling of a juſt revenge; | 
Courage, Aurelius! courage, my dear brother! 
Aur. Speak on, ſpeak on, and end thy ſad diſ- 
courſe ! 
Me. Thy friends in Britain kg falpetted this, 
And to each port did ſend cheir r truſty (pics, 


O0 


To. 


Io learn what veſſels there for Rome were bound» 
And haply that which did tranſport me here, 
Was to have brought your executioners. 
Aur. Oh! would i it had been fo. Uter ſupport 
me! 
Uter. Let us retire a while my gentle brother, 
_ Hereafter we will ſend and queſtion. thee 
On theſe thy tidings, and their direful cauſe. 
- [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
Rome. 


Euer Avgzivs, Urs, and Meſſenger 


Aur. Our friends in England then have thought 


it fitting, 
That on receipt o ” theſe. your wind letters, 

We ſhould with all ſpeed hie us into Scotland? 
Mel. Een fo did they inſtruct for weighty 

reaſons. _ 

Know. Vortigern did alway hate the Scots, 
% And hath oft times during your father's reign, 
« Fram'd laws, moſt burthenfome unts that people. 
& But the keen tooth of hatred and revenge, 
With double fury now will ſhew itſelf; 
For every noble Scot then found in London, 


«© [Jath ſuffer d under this fell tiger's fangs, 


* And this to direſt rage, hath ſtirr'd their blood.” 
Your ſtory told, will raiſe you aid of thouſands, 
Three years of plenty have, among the Britons, 
Soven ſeeds of luxury and baneful riot, 
Therefore, they're unprepar'd, nor think of war. 
Uter. Are veſſels ready to convey us thither ? 
Meſ. Yes, my good lord. 
Aur. Come, brother, let's away then with all 
ſpeed — 
C-2 But 
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JJC 
But wer't not better that we change theſe habits? _ 
Me. No! no, your Roman veſtments will diſ⸗ 5 


guiſe you, 


And may in Scotland greatly aid your cauſe. 
Aur. Then be it ſo—farewell to thee, Ol Rome; | 


J ne'er did think that upon quitting thee, 


My brimful heart wou'd thus run o'er with ſorrow. 


 [Eveunt. 
SCENE II. 5 
A Hall, diſcovers Vox riokRN, EDMUNDA, 
 WorrTiMER, &c. at Supper. | 


Vor. Seek, Wortimer, thy brother and ty 


ſiſter : 


Tell them it ſuits but ill their preſent years, 
Jo tarry thus, when ſummon'd to our preſence. | 


Wort. My gracious father, I obey. 
Edm. O] deareſt huſband, calm thy ruffled foul. 
They mean not to offend your grace ; perchance 


They know not of your wiſh for their attendance. 
Vor. Peace then, and with thy words, whet not 


5 I pray 
That wrath, which . fore within my breaſt ! 


Again, doſt hear me, bid thy tongue be filent, Fo 
?Twere better elſe thou did'ſt N 
 Edm. I go, and though a vulture gnaw my 


„ heart; 
Id bee it all with meekneſs 105 with patience, 
Rather than this my voice ſhou' de'er offend thee. 


Exit. 5 
"War 7. My gracious Sir, I've ſearch' d the cham- 


bers through, 
And call'd aloud, but anſwer had . none, 


Save but my own Words, return'd Upon mine ear, 


Por. | 


In alry ſound. 


1 
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or. What! ſcorn'd and thus defied, T will not 


8 bear it, | 

Send for my prating wife, and ſhou'd I find 
That ſhe in any wiſe did aid their flight, 
Let her beware of my revenge, —Vhat ho! 


"Enter 3 


Vor. Quick to my wife, and ſay Id ſpeak with 


„ 
As yet from thoſe dull fluggards ſent to Rome, 
: No tidings have I heard. But here ſhe comes. 


Euler EpnunDa. 


Edu. What ; is your pleaſure, Sir? 


For. Where are oo recreant fon and daughter 


gone; 
Nay, think not with thoſe eye drops to deceive 
me, 
Tell me I ſay, thos know'ſt full well their flight! 
Eam. 588 in theſe veins doth run the blood of 
| . 
Or there be truth on earth, I know not of them. 
Por, Deceive me not 1 ſay, thou PAY moſt 
> MT. 
I know the quality O7 women's eyes, 
That in a breath can weep, can laugh, or frown, 
Say not theſe waters flow for loſs o' them; 
I know thee well, thou haſt conſpir'd with them; 


Twere better thow mak'ſt known their hiding 


place. 


Eam. O! Sir, theſe tears do flop my pow'r | 


+... QIRECCN, 
Which wou'd again vouch that I uttered. 
Ca Vor. 
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45 VORTIGERN. 
Vor. It is moſt falſe, but look to't, and doſt 
hear me, | 


Ds not athwart me and my purpoſes, 


Left thou ſhoud'ſt add to that fierce FF 1 1 
these, Iden dr. 


Ean. And can this be? theſe cars were ſure 


| deceiv'd, . 
Vet 1185 not, nor is my brain diſtemper d, 
It was not fo, he ſaid not he did hate me; 
O! heav'ns, in your great mercy aid me now, 
And if your pleaſure be not to torment 
Man's poor exiſtence 1n this ſpan of life, 
Aid me to bear my weight o'miſeries ! 
Oh! yet again! my ſon and daughter gone, 
And tell not me the cauſe o'this their flight. 
My brain grows hot, I can no longer bear it; 
Forbid his preſence too! O! Iam diſtracted !_ 
And fleep will quiet me, ll to the poppy 
And with its juices drench theſe feverous 1. . 
O! I ha? need of med'cine and of comfort; 
Again my wits do wander, T'll retire, 

And left the bleak winds battle with my head, 
I'll to my couch and lay me on its pillow, 


SCENE IV. 
A Wi 00d. 


Enter Pazcxxervs, Flavia diſguiſed, ond 
Fool. 


Ne Sam deareſt ltr ſ. ay, how fares it with 


thee? | 
_ | Far 


AE Ge ae 


[ Exit, 


— 


\\ 


h 


or 
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Por thoſe ſoft limbs were form'd for gentler uſage, 
But cheer thee up, my Flavia, whilſt I'm with 


_ thee, 


| Thou mult not faint, if there be comfort near 
I'll ſeek it, and from out tlie tiger's jaw 


I'll tear thee food, or if the thirſty lion 


Should ſtand betwixt me and the bubbling brook, 
This arm ſhou'd find a paſſage to his heart. 
But an thou need'ſt nor food, nor element, 


Then will I fit and comfort thy ſweet tears, 

And as the ſmaller ſtream doth oft times mingle, 

And add its nothingneſs to the vaſt ſea, 

So on thy ſtreaming cheek will I let fall 

One pitying tear, one tender drop of ſorrow. _ 

Fla. Oh! gentle, excellent, moſt loving bro- 
ther, 


It is my aching heart which thus o'ercomes me, 


Wretch that I am! what hath my mother done, 
That lacking pity I could leave her thus, 

How can ber drooping heart bear this ſad ſhock ? 
Can her meek ſoul my father's rage encounter; 


No, no, impoſhible! then am I wretched. 


Then O! you righteous and all powerful Judge, 


If breath of man, with pure ſoul offer'd up, 


Can touch you, or obtain your gentle hearing, 


_ Behold a maiden for a mother begs, 


And on her bended knee ſues for | Protection. 
Let ſome kind angel, miniſter of mercy, 
Pour on her wounded ſoul the balm of comfort, 
And in the place of overwhelming ſorrow, 
Let the dear plant of ſmiling joy bud forth; 
And ſhou'd ſhe weep, then may her dewy tears 
Be thoſe of tender peace and charity. 

Fool. By my troth, mine eyes did never water 
ſo before, ſweet min an thou haſt charm'd 


thy Fool, methinks the choir o'angels needs mult 


liſten | 


26... - VORTIGERN. 


liſten to thy pray'r; and yet theſe underprops 
o'mine do ſorely ach, and wherefore ſhou'd they? 
for an I do eat, then am I loaded, and do bear it 
well, but now that I am empty, theſe porters 
won't carry me, this 1s ſtrange, and needs more 
1 wiſdom to unveil, than lies in 1 Poor fooliſh 5 
mull! - hn. 
Wi | Fla. Methinks I'd fit and reft me here. 3 ; 
| 1 Paſ. Then to the ſhade of yon imperial oak 
i I'Il lead thee, there thou calmly may'ſt repoſe; 
1 Our honeſt knave here, he ſhall ſing the while, 
| And ſooth thy ſad and ſecret melancholy, _ 
| Fool. Why, to be brief good maſter, I needs 
=. wou'd ſing, but that gentle lady hath crack'd the 
| | ſtrings o'my voice; an *twill pleaſe you weep, _ 
marry I'll take the loudeſt pipe, and ſhou'd I fail 
in giving entertainment, why then I'll to Paul's, 
and there the preſence of Bonner, be whipp'd for 
aà flanderer. | 
Paſ. I pray thee Fool do as 1 liſt. Fees 
Foo!. Now then I'll pipe, but by my troth you 
ſeem ſad, and needs will me to ſing merrily ; ; well, 
an ally? wil pleaſe you, Pl to t ſtraight. 
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1 | A Fool muſt needs be merry, 
[ Lack, lack, and a well a * 
And in his ſhoes mult bury 

8 His ſorrow and all his care; 

9 | | Then is not the Fool's lot hard, 

7 St Is not his mind ſore treated, 
Do not his friends of's poor brains 
Make phyſic for their ſenſes ? 
Then lack, "EK and well a day. 


D ewegs * 


But 
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But in this our world 'tis true, | 
Lack, lack and well a day, | 

We our old friends change for new, 
When they no longer ſuit us; 

Then heigh-ho poor dobbins all, 

Be ſharp with men I pray you, 

They carry fooi's minds indeed, 

Yet are but knaves 1 teil you. 

Then lack, lack, ah! well a day. 


Fla. Good honeſt Fool, I do ſincerely thank 


thee. 
Fool. Nay, nay, ſay not fo, an I had flatter” d, 
why then perchance I had merited this, but faith 
gentle lady, he that ſays nought, ſave the bare 


truth, doth oft times meet but a bare compliment. 


But an you do flatter, methinks the compliment 
will ſavour more of untruth, than did the flattery, 
but thus it goes with our ſlippery world. 

Paſ. Who is it comes this way? 

Hu. Let u retire, | | 
Perchance it may be one of our purſuers. 


Foo. An thou'lt liſten a while to me Þll tell 


thee thou need'ſt not tear, *tis but the Poſt on's 
way to your father's palace, 


Enter Posr. 


Pa. F riend, thou out rungeſt almoſt ſpeed it- 
elf; 
Whither ar't bound? 
Poſt. I am for London, Sir. 
Paſ. Nay ftop one moment, I conjure thee ſtop ! 
Say what theſe tidings that demand ſuch haſte ? 
Poſt. I hat which my packets do contain. 
Paſ. An thou will tell me their contents, there's 
ms 
Fool. 
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„ VORTIGERN, 
Fool. Now, i'troth, thou'lt unlack letters, 
packets, and all, look, look, the knave doth han- 
dle it with good grace, Grrah an thou play'dſt on 
David's harp, thy fingers ne'er wou'd move ſo 
glibly o'er the ſtrings, as o'er yon gold, do ſt or - 


F urther I know not—therefore muſt away 


me. 


purſe, 


And though it ſhould not, yet what matters it . 


Jam well fee'd for telling that alone, 
Which every ſimple peaſant ſoon muſt know, 


Then thus it is; Vortigern is accus'd 
Of the baſe murder of Conſtantius ! 


Fla. Heavens |! 


Poſt. Yea, and even! now the Princes marching 7 


hit! 1 


From Scotland, with them bring a numerous | 


army. 


Paſ. Alas my father! yet I do beſeech thee, 


How Know they this? Who was't inſtructed 


them ? 


Poſt. Swift meſſengers diſpatch d by friends to 


Rome, 


[Exit Poſe. 


Fool. Go to, go to, 1 0 believe thee; marry 
an thou art humble, thy purſe is ſomewhat. proud- 
er. Good Sir, wer't not beſt we put on, Lam 


faint at heart; marry tis pity my wits did not fill 


their owner, as well as thoſe who do beg them. 


Paſ. Let's on, and yet what courle 1 15't fit we. 
take? 


The night doth throw his ſooty mantle 0nd 
And robs us of the cheering light of day. 
Fla. Oh! Wou'd this night cou d | pluck my 


ſorrow from me, 


Poſt. Thy gold indeed doth pleaſe, it fills my ” 


"08 
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Or that the long eternal ſleep of death 
Wou'd cloſe life's wretched, weary pilgrimage. 
Paſ. Oh! Sifter an thou lov'ſt me grieve not fo, 
Fla. If charity be meek, ſo will JI be, | 
And where thou lead'ſt, reſign'd III follow thee. 
Fool. Marry, an you U liſten to a fool, perchance 
he may for once ſpeek wiſely. 
Paſ. Out with thy council then. 
Fool. Thus it is chance hath made me your 


fool, and chance will now that your fool ſpeak 


ſomething like wiſdom ; marry is not this the 
road to Scotland? Do'ſt underſtand me? 

Paſ. Truly, I underſtand thee. 

Fool. To't again, what ſay'ſt thou o Joimag the 
young Princes on their march ? 

Paſ. It is moſt wiſely utter'd, my good Fool. 
Come gentle ſiſter, we'll to th' irt o'th' wood, 
And find ſome cottage that may ſerve to night, 
As *twere a palace—all will yet be well. 


| Exennt. 


END OF THE SECOND Ar. 
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SCENE [ 


Aa end of Barons. 


Por. To you have been explained our date 


dif] patches, | 
3 did we not invite theſe Princes home, 
And tender them the crown? Yet we do find 
They come with foreign aid and civil war, 
To bear the ſway and empire over us: 
Can any preſent ſay why this ſhou'd be? 


1ſt. Bar. No! they're the ſons of our lat King. 


| 5 *tis true, 
As ſuch, the elder doth by right inherit 
The crown and kingdom, and in their defence, 
Our lives, yea, and our very beſt heart's blood 
Were truly offer'd, which we now revoke. 
And ſince they tear the bowels of our land, 
And come with blood and naked ſword to court us, 
We'll to the field, and when bright victory 
HFath with the ſacred laure] bound our brows, 
The Princes' heads in triumph ſhall be borne 


Throughout our ranks; rebellion's juſt reward! _ 
21d. Bar. Then are they traitors to their God 


and country. 
d. Bar. And as the crown is now untenanted, 
*Tis fit the moſt deſerving brow ſhou'd wear it. 
1}. Bar. If any one there be that doth e it, 
Tis he that hath it even now in truſt. 
Al. Then be it his! 
P Bar. 


25 
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Iſt. Bar. Girt tight the drum, and ſound yon 


brazen trumpet, 


Let it proclaim aloud, our firm decree : 
Aurelius and his brother both are traitors, 
| And gol their mother country do rebel. 


[ Trumpet ſounds. 
- oil Bar. Nay, ſtop not there; but let them 
bellow on, 


Till with their clamorous noiſe they ſhame the 


thunder, 


And o'er the earth, and e'en to heaven proclaim, 
Vortigern our King our lawful ſov'reign. 


Vor. The exigencies of the ſtate demand 


5 My quick conſent, I therefore give it you. 
And when the crown ſhall on my front be bound, 


My faithful ſoul ſhall prize the ſacred truſt, 
My arm be nerv'd to fight in its defence. 
Barons. All hail great Vortigern of Britain King! 
[ Trumpet ſounds. 
Ver. My lords, vain compliment W ſuit 
„ 
The preſent time, I therefore briefly thank you : 


But ere we part I tain would crave your hearing. 


Our troops have now been long diſus'd to war, 


Vet do not think I mean their fame to tarniſh, 
Or on a Briton throw the damned ſlur 
Of ſhameful cowardice, no, my good lords! 
But though their ribs do ſerve as caſtle walls, 
And ſaſt impriſon their ſtrong lion hearts, 
Fet &en the lion, when full gorg'd with food, 
Will baſk, and tamely lay him down to ſleep; 
Then in ſuch ſort, hath undiſturbed peace, 
And want of cuſtom, (nature's ſubſtitute, 


That changes c'en our very properties) 


Soften'd their manhood. Then twere policy 
That we ſhould court the Saxons to our aid. 
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32 VORTIGERN. 


This too will in our Britons raiſe the flame 
Of bright and generous emulation. 
Say, lords! doth this my propoſition pleaſe 3 you ? 
I. Bar. We do approve, and thank its noble | 
author. 
Vor. You, my g good lord, then do 1 here de- 
Pute, 
Tointly with Catagrine our 1 born, 
That you with ſpeed repair to 0 ; 
Our eldeſt ſhall at home command the Britons, 
Time needs your haſte, therefore uſe no delay, 
Your country calls, fo lock you quick obey: 
I[Exeunl. 


SCENE II. 
= diſiaut Vicw of the Sea. 


Enter AvRELivs and Urx, gy the Scottijh 
army) as juſt diſembarked, habited as Britons. 


| Anr. O deareſt oil, bleſt mother earth, hail to 
| thee ! | 
Fain wou'd my feet play wanton on thy breaſt, 
And ſkip with joy to tread thee once again. 
?*Tis not to wound thee that 1 thus do come 
In glitt'ring ſteel and dire array of war, 
But as my right to claim thee for mine own. _ 
ier. Brother, each lip tor thee Eng worth a 
bleſſing; 
And with the {mile that buds on ev'ry face, 
Alike expands a ray of happineſs. = 
Never did I before blame nature's work, 
But now I fain wou'd quarrel with her heſts, 5 
For that in me, ſhe caus'd a lack of years; 3 
; BR 5 Ille 
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Elſe had theſe prayers, theſe bleſſings all been 
mine! 
To have a crown and gde at mand 
Is but as droſs; but thus to have them come, 
Might from their airy beds the angels draw 
Jo taſte the joys of this our mortal earth. 
Throughout the camp now all is huſh'd in ſilence, 
And Morpheus, with his leaden wings outſpread, 
 Hath on each eyelid laid the weight of ſlumber. 
[Exit Uter, 
Be Then, as the general, the taſk is mine 
To thank that mighty God whoſe name alone 
Doth carry awe, and ſtrikes the ſoul with fear. 
Here proſtrate then I fall before thy face, 
And, tho' unworthy of thy mercy, pray ;— 
If giant form doth more enlarge the mind, 
Would that my front did with the mountains vie; 
That ſo my heat amazed brain might work 
Thoughts ſuiting more this vaſt immenſity ! 
O moſt expanded, O moſt fertile mind! 
When thou would! ſt copulate with thoughts like 
this, 
Thou art mere nothingneſs; or be the lips 
Do pour forth boiſterous and high ſounding words, 
They back again to the poor mortal brain, 
And ſcoff at thy preſumption. 
O God! why ſhou'd I, a mere ſpeck on earth, 
ce Tear thouſands from their wives, children, and 
homes! | 
«© O! wherefore from this tranſitory ſleep, 
© That now doth ſteal from them their inward 
; *© CATECS, | 
Should I ſend thouſands to eld dreary death ? 
ce Tis true, T am a King, and what of that? 


© Is not life dear to them, as 'tis to me? 
| D | | | E 66 O 


„„ ᷣ 
„ Q. peaſant, envy not the prince's lot; 


“Thy page in life's great book is not foul charg'd, 
And like to ours beſmear'd with dying breaths. 


O! had I lives myſelf enough to anſwer 
The ravenous and greedy jaws of death, 

© That will on theſe my friends, my ſoldiers, 
“Such havoc make, and wanton gluttony ! 


Father of mercy, great God, ſpare this blood „ 
*« And if I muſt alone receive the crown, 


8 © Bedeck'd with purple gore, I here reſign 5 
Exit. 


SCENE III. 
Gates of London. 


| Enter CATAGRINGS, HENGIST azd Horus, with 


Saxon Troops, in grand Proceſſion. 


Cata. Here let us halt, and let the trumpet : 


found, 


T Trumpet ſounds, Officer appears on the walls. 5 


Of. Say, be ye friends or foes? 
Cata. My father ſent us hence to Saxony; 
Go, fay our embaſſy is now fulfill'd; 


Vet foft, that ſound Clan his quick approach. 
Heng. Throughout the ranks let each man be 
prepar'd, | 


| To hail our new ally, King Voriger. 


SCENE 


[Trumpet ſounds. 
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SCENE Iv. 


Gates open. 15 

| HM 

 VorTIGERN appears in Robes of Majeſty, followed WS | BY 
| B85 

by the Barons and Britiſh Troops. | If | 
CATAGRINUS kneels to VORTIGERN. | | i 0 
Vor. Riſe, my dear ſon! thou' rt welcome here | it | 0 
| again. | i 'y 
And you, brave Saxons, greet we to our land. 1 | 
Heng. We come, great tir, to fight 1 in thy de- | F "A 
fence; : : | 4 4 

And from thy 1 wipe away rebellion. 8h. 

Vor. Give me thy hand, brave General, and 1 

| | with it, | 1 i" 
Exchange we mutually a ſoldier” s faith. 1 
Here let our Britiſh troops in friendſhip join, 1 
And with the Saxons hare our preſent joy. || — 

| (Exe, l 


SCENE V. 


The Country. li 
Enter F LAVIA, PAscENTIUs, au Fool. 4 I 


Pol. Why fiſter thus ſhou'd grief e thy 9 
8 cheek? {0 
O mingle not ſo much of lily die 


With thy ſweet roſy blood, thou rt cold as death, 1 
Pine not in ſilence thus! | | 
3 


Fla. I'll lit me e down and court ſweet muſic s aid. 
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She fings. 
: She ſang while from her eye ran down 
Ihe ſilvery drop of ſorrow, 
A rom grief ſne ſtole away the crown, 
| Sweet patience too did borrow. 


| Penſive ſhe ſat while fortune frown'd, 
And ſmiling woo'd {ad melancholy, 


Fo 
Keen aue fain ew turn her heart, 
And ſour her gentle mind ; 
But charity ſtill kept her part, 
And meekneſs to her ſoul did bind. 
She bow'd content, 
| Heay'd forth one ſigh, _ 
Sang, wept, then turn'd to melancholy. 


111. 


Careleſs her locks around her hung, 
And ſtrove to catch each dewy tear, 
| The plaintive bird in pity ſung, 
And breath'd his ſorrow in her ear; 

Amaz'd ſhe. look d. 
And thank'd his care, 
Then ſunk once more to melancholy. 


Poſ. O! why fiog thus? thou doſt join woe 


to WOE, 


Thy orief methinks dei more cheering 


Fla. Oh! brother, this ſtrange frame that Keeps : 


in life, 
Is almoſt fick and weary of i 1ts tenant, 


o notes; „ 


Tho 


iP 
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: Tho” ſhort bath been its courſe, yet fickle for- 


tune 


Hath with it wanton ads, and blowa it 
| To and fro, a toy for this merc'leſs world. 


Paſ. Liſten, I pray thee now, to reaſon's voice; 


Were it not ſtrange, if thou alone ſhou'd'ſt *ſcape 
The numerous ills and buffets of the world? 


Fool. I'troth, thou haſt wiſely ſpoken. 
Paſ. Doſt think ſo, my good Fool ? 
Fool. Marry, aye, do I; an I'll tell thee why, 


thy ſpeech hath not wearied the Fool, therefore 


'tis a wiſe ſpeech. 
Paſ. Thou'rt then a judge? 
Fool. Aye, and a righteous one too, doſt mark 
me, tis your Fool alone will make a true report. 
.Pah 3 underſtand thee t 
Fool. The more's the pity. He that doth, or 


| well ſpeak, or write, will be prais'd by fools 


only, for look ye, envy doth ſting thoſe that have 
knowledge, and makes them fear leſt their wile 
heads ſhould be outwitted, therefore again, tis 
your Fool alone that 1s your upright judge, cauſe 


forſooth, his brains are not in plenty ; but thoſe 


which be hath are at's own diſpoſal. 
Paſ. This road methinks ſhou'd lead us on Our 


way 
2 


Jo the Prince's camp | Fool, go you on before 


| As they retire, enter Captain and $ 4 
Capi. Not quite ſo faſt, good maſter, 1 


halt. 

Fla. What, guards! O brother, now we are 
undone. ; 

Pop. Be calm, be calm, the troops are not my 
father's. 


| Wil't pleaſe you, fir, inform us whence ye came? 


Capt. From Scotland, ſir. 
D 3 Fla. 
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Fla. Then O good heav'ns protect me ! | 
Paſ. And who is your commander? 
Capt. One whoſe merit 


. Outweighs whatever yet did breathe on earth; 


If ye be Britons, as your looks beſpeak, 
Then ſhew your wonted quality of juſtice; 
Did ye not *fore the awful face of Heaven, 


Proclaim Conſtantius as your lawful King, 


When on his head was pour'd the mores oil ? 
Paſ. But he is now no more. 
Capt, Yet hath he two ſons living, 
Whoſe ſouls, for purity, I can compare 
Unto this bright unſpotted canopy. _ 
Paſ. Are ye bound towards the camp? 


_ Capt. We are, and if you' re upright men and 


| true, 
Thither you'll follow, and there wietd . word 
For juſtice, truth, and your anointed King. 


Tet in this ballow” d cauſe we wou'd not force | 


you, 
But lead into the fold with gentleneſs, 


Each ſheep that may unknowingly have fared; | 
And broke from out its bounds, and Howery paſ- 


ture. | 
Paſ. Proceed then, and we'll follow ; 
ſiſter, 
Doth not your heart beat high? 


tell me, 


Fla. Yea, it {wells ſo, this little brealt 1 in truth, — 
Can ſcarce contain it. 


How ſhall we bear the meeting ? 
Fool. I troth, merrily, merrily as I do; *tis true 


Jam a Briton, but then am I not a F oo] f And 
ne'er will I put my folly to the teſt. Think'ſt 


thou 110 riſk * brains for mine e anointed King? 
. 
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Nay, nay, in this. affair mine heels ſhall * my 


guide, and quick . me the way to run. 
| ohh * 


e E N 0 
A Chamber in the Palace. 
Enter EpMunDa, and Altendants. | 


 #dm. I will not to my chamber then I tell 
ye. 
iſt. Maid. Beſeech you madam to return again, 
For ſo did your phyſician order— 
Eam. Come hither pretty maid, look at me 
well; | EIS 
Nou ſay, bath he ſo order'd it, or not ? 
1/t. Maid. Indeed he hath. 
am. _— a get thee gone, —a maid, and ſtill ſo 
8 
Go to, live I not yet ? Am I then call'd ? 
And bath my ſwect-heart death yet fondly claſp'd 
Et 
Say! hath the heavy paſſing bell yet ſounded, 
And hail'd me to my ſnug and chilly chamber? 
_ 2ad. Maid, Madam, I fear your reaſon wanders. 
Edm. Aye, aye! I underſtand thee, it is flown 3 
My poor brain, alas! is {ore diſtemper'd. 
[Strikes her forehead. 
Sweet, facet; come Hoi yon branch here's 
| food wr thee ©: 
My pretty birds come back, I will not harm ye, 
My boſom as your little neſt is warm, | 


D 4 | And 
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And is as ſoft, aye, and full of comfort too. 
Nay top! it is too warm, come not! 'twill burn 


2nd. Maid. My tears oy flow for her ſo plente- 
„„ 
That 1 have left in me no power to help her. 
Edm. O] you great Gods! why pelt ye thus 
my brain, | 
And with your thunders loud, cauſe ſuch dire out- 
rage 
Within this little ball, this, O! this nothing ! q 
Tell me high Heaven, is this your juſtice ? 
Did I not nourſh them, aye, teach men, love 
them? 
Ves, little drops, Oh! come, cool my poor face; 5 
Speak! aye, ye come I know to ſay I did. 
Now, pleaſe your highneſs, and what wou 8 you 
more; | 
Say, are not here a hoſt of DES . 
Longer, O let me not detain the Court, 
For in ſuch plenty they do now ruſh forth, 
That you, Sir, you who fill yon ſeat of juſtice, 2 
Muſt throw away your gown and ſwim for life. 
1/t. Maid. Will't pleaſe we lead you in? 
Edm. V'gin indeed to think I do need ſupport, 
For I am even weaker than a babe. 
Huſh ! huſh ! come hither both, Tl tel ye ſome» 
thing: | 
Now then your ears, I' m mad. ba! ha! ba! 
Say ! is not this Whitſuntide? _ 
2nd. Maid. Aye an't plcale you madam. 
Eau. Then liſten. 


She 
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She ſings 


Laſt Whitſunday they brought! me 
Roſes, and lilies fair, 8 li 
Violets too they gave me 3 __ 
Io bind my auburn hair; 
But then my face look'd ſmiling, 
Cauſe that my babes were near, 
Now yon ſtinging nettle bring, 
*Twill better ſuit this tear. 


How like you this ? 
_ 1/t, Maid. Excellently well, madam. _ | 
Edm. The time hasbeen! when thus thou might'ſt 
| have ſaid, 1 | | 
What, muſt theſe poor eyes never ſec them 
f 
And have I nced of theſe vile rags; off! ! off ! 
I'll follow thee to th'extreme point o'th' world, 
And naked bear the icy mountains cold, 
And the dread ſcorches o'that ball of fire 
Till I have found them i'the antipodes; 
Shou'd J not meet them there, I will rail ſo! 
Pardon theſe ftarts! in troth I will not harm ye, 
Indeed, indeed, I'm wrong'd ! moſt ſadly wrong'd ! 
Did theſe ſweet notes then charm ye? then I'll 
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5 die, ö 1 
For look you, I will then ſing ſweeter far, | 
Than dying ſwan at ninety and nine years! . 1 
Lack, lack, a day! I'm faint! your arm ſweet fi 
; ; maid, bg 
There is my gage, farewell; good nigh, veet! | 

good night !-—— F «.xeunt. 3 
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r w. 
SCENE I. 
Avzztivs' Camp. 


Enter ATTSEITN Sas PASenxTIVS, and 


FIL AVIA. 5 


Aur. VOU then eſcaped d in man's 5 


. attire ? 
Fla. Tis true I did, but ne'er did rapier yet | 


Ae a fide leſs fitting to ſupport it. 


Aur. To you Paſcentius my beſt thanks are 


due. 
Paſ. Nay, nay, 'tis little that to me you owe. 
Fla, Indeed, but for his aid, I long ere this. 
Had broke my ſacred vow, and wedded death. 
ier. Brother, the enemy is near at hand, 
| Straight let us forth, and range our troops for 
battle. 
Aur. Go you before and ſwift PII follow. 
Now to thy care my deareſt friend, I truſt 
Thy beauteous ſiſter, and my ſweeteſt love. 
Should victory proclaim the day our own, 
All will be well; but ſhou'd the loſs be ours, 
To Heav'ns juſt guard I mult reſign you both. 
Two truſty ſervants have I placed without, 
"Who will conduct you weltward of o our e 


If 


if 


If we be beaten, thither we'll tetreat: 
Haſte ! fare thee well, ſweet love. 


Fla. This token let me brace around thine 


Mm, 
Think of me in the field: nor let revenge 


Blot from thy gen'rous breaſt the ſenſe of pity. 


Aur; O! cruel fortune, ſo ſoon to wrench from 
me 
This lovely form, to ſteal this beauteous hand, 
And offer to my graſp this e ſteel. 
[ Exennt. 


1 E N E II. 
The Camp of Hzxclsr. | 
Emer Heneisr and Hossvs. 


Heng. Have Vortigern' s brave ſons yet ta'en 
their ſtation ? 
Hor. Yea, to our right the Briton's ſtrength is 
form'd. 
Heng. Then bid them wait the enemies attack. 
[Exit Hor. 
Now, O ye Gods! prove but propitious to me, 


And yield me but the victory this day: 
A mightier force I've ſummon'd to this Iſland, 


And with them my fair daughter will arrive; 
If then her beauty catch this vicious King, 
Een as mine own [I'll hail this fertile land, 


And theſe brave Britons by my arts and arms, 
Bind to a foreign yoke, _ "Baths 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
A Woed. 5 
Enter Britons and Saxons, they encounter the 
Scots, and after a hard conteſt, the Scot s are 


4 efeated. 


7 Enter AURELIUS and Urs. 


Aur. O brather'! fortune frowns, the day i is 


WE; 
Uter. But it hath coſt them dear 
Rally then our troops, and march them towards the 


Wen. VV K 8 


SCENE IV. 
| Another Part of the F. eld. 


Emer. Fr Avi ond paserxvrius. 


Pa Be of good cheer, tho; they have loſt the 


„ 
Yet was the victory moſt FIRED bought, 
gh Scots too in good order have retir d. 


Enter Hoxsvs. 


Say, what's thy buſineſs in this bloody geld, 
And who's that maid who bears thee * 


I 
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Tt ſhould ſeem that thou haſt fought and con- 
quer d, 
And haſt in triumph ſeiz J on this fair Prize. 
Pia. I, Sir, am her protector. 
Hor. If thou'lt reſign her, here is gold for thee. 
Paſ. Although my peaſant habit ſhews me 
5 oor, 
Yet e. it a ſoul that boldly ſcorns thee; 
- am a Briton, Sir, will that ſuffice thee ? 
Hor. Vile ſtripling ! doſt thou know me? 
Pa}. I do not. 
Hor. Thou ſhalt repent this ! 
Paſ. 5 her not, if yet thou lov'ſt thy- 
| el | 
Hor. Thy lack of years doth fave thee from my 
RE 
Thou beardleſs boy who thus doth ape the man, 
Once more I tell thee! 
Pla. O Paſcentius, O my brother! 
Fa Fear not, he ſhall not harm thee gentle 
8 Flavia. 
7 To Horus. Inſolent pee ſlave | what 
would'ſt thou? 
Hor. I'll make thee dearly anſwer for thy raſh- 
neſs. [They fight, and Horſus falls. 
OI am wounded ! ſpeak, what is thy name? 
But thou art brave, and I forgive thee this. 
Good youth approach, I fain would tell thee ſome- 
5 thing, 
But O! I'm faint, death's cold and heavy hand 
Doth reſt like ice upon my parting ſoul. 
Go to the King I pray thee, 
Bid him beware of Hengiſt. IDies. 
Paſ. I now lament the deed that I have done. 
Fla. O ſadly doth repentance fit on us. 
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And bade us tell him to 3 of i. 


What' 8 thy buſineſs ? 


Paſ. How ſoon this lord of the creation dies ; 8 

The errant'ſt coward now may ſpurn at him! 5 
Fla. Sure he did make ſome mention of our : 
| father, 


B+ Something methinks he cox to that ef- : | 


1. fect, | 
This muſt our father know. : 4 Exeunt. 4 
SCENE v. . 
R 

A Wood. 

Enter r and 22 1 
Haw: Hath Horſus yet been found? 4 

. Thrice hath the field with m_— care ry 

| been ſearch' d, 1 | 
But all in vain. | 

Heng. Then have 7 loſt my v firſt, my deareſt LOS. 
friend, = ol 
If he be lain, by the great Gods I ver; BEG And 
I will revenge him on theſe Scottiſhmen 5; 0 
But whither are the Princes now retir'd ? © „ 
Off. Towards Badon Hill. 5 5 Retir, 
Heng. How fare our troops? Of. 
OF. But ill, nay, very ill. , | Hie, 
Heng. Indeed! and ſayeſt thou ſo i o „ 
Off. The day was bloody and it coſt us dear, Ro 
The Scots were firm, and fought us man to man; 1 
Four thouſand lives were loſt. 1 
Heng. Sn à Row 
| | Can Ali 
Enter another Offer „ Heng 
. | And gi 


__ end. Of. 


end. Of. Fourteen thouſand troops have join'd 
> 00 army;. 

And with them your daughter but look, ſhe 
comes! 


Ener Rowzx A. 


Heng. Welcome Rowena 


' Rowena Ineels. P, 


Row. O! joy once more to ſee my father's 
face. 


Heng. Riſe, riſe my child ! 


Row, Firſt with my kifles let me deu this 
hand; 


And with theſe arms 5 embrace my father s neck. 


Euer Soldier. 


Sul. From London, Vortigern is on his march 


And comes in haſte to greet your late ſucceſs. 


Heng. Tis well! go ſtraight, put all in readi- 
neſs. 
Retire! I wou'd be private with my daughter. 
Off. We obey, my lord. [ Exennt Officers. 
Heng. Daughter, thou heard'ſt but now oth 
King's approach. 

Row. Your Officer ſo expreſs'd it 

Heng. True! and do'ſt hear, much reſts with 
* thee to do. 

Row. If ought, dear father, my poor ſervices 

Can aid thee, but command ; and I'll obey. 
Heng. Thus then it is -I ſhall prepare a feaſt, 


| And greet the King with joy and merriment; 


Women 


VORTIGERN;. 


| 2 3 wth — — — 2 — — — 


* n 

E 
. . "i 5 
: — 8 


48 VORTIGEF E RN. 
Women I know have very many ways, ns 
And ſubtle traps to catch the hearts of men: 
So practice all your arts to win his love e. 
Robo. But ſhou'd I fail? © | 
Heng. Nay, do not fear it; I do know him = 


well. | 
Come to my tent, and there we' el mk this bu- 
ſineſs. . E. 


SCENE VI. 


4 magnificent Feaſt, VORTIGERN on a Throne, 
 HenisT, WoRTIMERUS, CATAGRINUS, 
Lords and Ladies, with Attendants, 


Vor. To 2 we Rox this ble feaſt ! 5 
And you brave Hengiſt we do greet withal. 
Heng. O! my molt gracious Wing. Jam un- 


worthy. 
Vor. Thou did'ſt bebt manſully, and bravely 
| conquer. 
Wine there! a health to Hepgiſt! would that 
Horſus 


Were likewiſe here! 
Lords. The King doth drink. 
Heng. Thou ſenteſt for me, noble Sin, to 
| fight ; Sf 
I have done nought ſave that [ pr romiſed; 
Had I play'd other than the ſoldier's part, 
Then had I tarniſhed the Saxon name. 
; [ Heng1/t ſpeaks o one of the Lords aſide. 
Fur. Thou, Hengiſt, at our hands haſt well 
deſerv'd; 


We wil confider, and reward thy labours, 
8 . Enter 


VORTIGERN. © 9 


Enter Rowena. | 


ve heawidy powers! what lovely maid is ; this 


Whoſe form might raiſe the bluſh in Dian's 
„ cheek ? - 
eng. Rowena, Sir, my Gunghter,: and your 
nave: 


- Rowena knees.) 


Row. All hail, great King! 

Vor. O thou moſt lovely maiden ! 
Here let me pledge thee in this golden cup. 
On its ſmooth brim I pray thee print a kits, 


That fo I may inhale the roſeate ſweets, 
And taſte the neCtar of thoſe vermil lips. 


[Takes the cup aud drinks. 


This ſeat 1s empty, fair Rowena, take it, 


And wou'd it were that which Jove's wife doth 
hold! 
Cata. It is Edmunda's place, the queen s, our 
mother's. 
Vor. Peace! ſhe is unworthy of that flation. 
"Wart. She, Sir, is queen, and tho? ſhe is not 
preſent, 
Moſt righteouſly the law awards it her. 
She that uſurps it, breaks that ſacred law 
Vor. How, do ye murmur, muſt I then humble 


And ſtoop the neck to bear my children's yoke ? 
Begone, I fay, left that my preſent wrath _ 
Make me forget the place by blood I hold, 

And break the tie *twixt father and his child. 


Wort. We ſhall retire, my lord! 
Vor. Here fit, bright maid, if I © not 


vainly, 


* 5 Thou 
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Thou ſhalt, ere long, have right to take this : 


_*, PIE. 
Row. How can I merit love of EN a King? 
An humble vaſſa] only. | 
Vor. by hy meekneſs and fair looks have won my 
s oul, 
O! let thy tongue here title me thy lord! 
Row. Already, Sir, bave I avow'd you King. 


Vor. And therefore here 1] do Procluna thee 


ueen. 
Good Hengiſt ſpeak ! wilt thou conſent hereto? 
Heng. My lord! that honour is too weighty. 


Vor. Then ſpeak, my lords, what ſay ye to my 


choice? = 
True, I-am married, and my wife doth live; 3 
Yet none methinks. by law can here be bound, 
When the dread wrath of Heav'n doth ſhew itſelf, 


And on his wedded wife doth ſend down madneſs. 
1/7. Lord. Methinks the law ſhou'd then pro- 


claim it void. 


Vor. Be it then void; and here I pledge myſelf, 


To take this lovely maiden to my wife. 
To thee, good Hengiſt, we reſign all Kent, 
. ſure earneſt of our {future bounty; ; 
Proclaim it in the camp, and let each man 


Receive in largeſs from our royal coffers, 


That maſſy ore, which long bath lain entomb'd, 


And now ſhall well reward our ſoldier's toils. 


2nd Lord. I he law allows not this, it is not 5 


juſtice. 


5 3rd. Lord. That power lies in the Barons, not | 


„** King. | 
Vor. What! "dare ye then diſpute it? ? 
All but 1ſt. Lord. We do. 


ged. Lord. And while the pow r remains that” 3 


veſted 1 in us, 


bt 


. 


ſe 


f We do inveſt in Hengiſt and his line. 


VORTIGERN. =» 


We ne'er will countenance ſuch vile injuſtice, 

That tramples on our deareſt country's rights. 
Vor. Take heed, left you repent this your raſh- 
nels. on LS Lords. 


SCENE cloſes, Vor TIGERN comes forward. 


Ver. 0! theſe vile petty kings do make more 
uproar 
Ten than above, the thund' ring god himſelf. 
15 morrow be the nuptials then proclaim'd ; 
And that Guorongus, that proud lord of Kent, 


Who boldly in our preſence call'd for juſtice, 


His lands, his property, and all his titles, 


[ Hengift bows. 
Per. 70 Row: Give me thy. w let us retire, 
my * „ | Exennt. 


SCENE vill 
An Anti-Chanber. 


Enter Won riuznvs and CATrAcRIN uv. 


Mort. Shall we in quiet tamely ſuffer this? 
See our moſt excellent and gentle mother, 
In bold defiance of all ſacred laws, 
So baſely treated? _ 
Cata. Do they then think our ſubſtance form'd 
— of flint; | 
Or that our hearts are adamant itſelf ? 
Where i 15 our brother: ? our deareſt ſiſter? | 
> 2 2 Oo 
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1 fear, i, they had juſt cauſe for flight. 
Mort. Let's to the Princes, and our troops will : 


— — — —— 
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follow. | 
They like not the rude treatment of theſe Saxons! 
Su, I do accept thine offer. | 


Enter Lords. | 


2nd Lund. Moſt gentle Princes whither are yo N 


bound ? 

Wort. To quit oppreſſion, and to ſeek for e 
juſtice. 
3rd. Lord. Under your banners then we do 
enliſt, 


Cata. Speak, what bath now been done that _ 


thus ye quit 


Your King, your country, and. your weighty : 


- traſt; ? 


21d Lord. The King, on the pretext of malady, | 
Mot baſely hath divorc'd your mother from him, 


And means to take Rowena for his wife. 
Wort. Gods! 


21d. Lord. And, her proud father, Hengiſt, to ; 


enrich, 
He hath deſpoil'd me of mine heritage, 
And from my ſweet, my lovely babes cut off 


Their rights, and ta'en from me my vaſt 


eſtate. 


Mort. Then look you quick or towards our 


camp, | 


Thither in ſecret we'll convey our mother 3 LE 
So fare ** well, 880 lords. ( Eaeunt. 


SCENE 


Wor, 
n 


"Bl 
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SCENE VIII. 


Enter AURELIUs, UTER, PASCENTIUS, and. 
| FLAVIA. | 


- Shi Though bloady battle calls us forth again, 
TU rather part with life, with all on earth, 
5 Than leave thee, Flavia, unprotected. | 
ier. Hengift hath pitch'd on t'other fide of 
— 
The noiſe of arms. dad diſtant hum of ſoldiers, 
Beſpeak their haſty preparation ; 
Tiere beſt to attack them early 1 in the morn. 
Aur. Then be it lo. 
Paſ. And yet I muſt not *gainſt my father ! 
Fla. Indeed, thou'dſt arm againſt thy ſiſter too; 
Who wou'd protect me then, or calm my fear; 
Who ſit and tell me tales of hope? O! no one: 
| It were too much, you cannot, muſt not leave me. 


Enier Officer. 


of. Two ſons of Vortigern do crave admit- 
tance. | 


Enter WorTIMERUS and CATAGRINUS. 


Wort My brother and my fiſter here! 

| Cara. O! Joy unthought of! ! Oh! unlook d- for 
bleſs! 

| Fla, Say! ſpeak! how fares it t with my gentle. 


mother? | 
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Fort. Beſeech thee, aſk me not of her ſad ſtory. = 
Fla. Sad, ſay'ſt thou? Heav'n forefend; thei is e 
not dead BE 1 My 
Mort. Calm thyſelf, deareſt ſ 85 ſhe lives til. ET 
Fla. O! where, where, tell me, that with theſe 5 : H, 
maoiſt tears | : — 
I may rain comfort on her wounded foul. CL 7 
Wort. Let us retire. 3 N 
| A lit. 
wy Fe 
| SCENE IX. „ 
. 
Enter the Saxon and Britiſh ates; : they fight, and | = - 
55 the Saxons are routed. | ( On h 
5 = Wou' 
Enter HN CIS and Officer. Was 
5 er 
Heng. All, all is loſt. F ly, fly, to the king's s tent, To he 
Bid him to London ſpeedily repair; „ 
Away, away, tarry not on your life. 2 
A curie upon his ſons for quitting us; | | Hell, 
Shou'd they but follow up this victory, So wie 
oy hopes, my every wiſh, for ever's blaſted. „ 
They 
| Enter WoRTIMERUS. 
Heng. Vile traitor both to your liege king and 
father, | 
What blaſted fiend, blacker than hell itſelf, | Cata 
Cou'd prompt thee to this damned treachery? They fl 
Wort. Can'ſt thou, vile Savon, thou baſe 1 Good! 
gart, aſk it? 5 3 
Tis thou, and on thy ſoul Ion prove it ſo. Mort. 
Heng. Alk where's thy queen, and then Pil Cala. 


anſwer thee | 


Mort. 


VORTEGERN;: © 


Mort. Dares thus thy tongue with notes un 


e, TT 
My heart-ſtrings tear aſunder ? Fiend, "have at 
e GE: [ They fight, Hengift falls. 


Heng. Thine hand be blaſted | for this fatal blow. 


ARG muſt then all my hopes lie buried here ? 


Mort. Vea, and thou need ſt not much of Kent's 
„ > | | 
/ A little mole-hill now will ſerve ! 
Heng Yet chance one "YI that may avenge 
h this deed; 
"Tis the brave Horſus, 'tis my noble friend. 
Wort. He fought his laſt,— _ 
On him were found the ſecrets of thy plot : 
Mou'dſt thou not have enthrall'd my countrymen; 
Vas not thy daughter to have baſely poiſon'd 
Her king, and buſband, and then wert not thou 
To have ſeiz'd the crown? O! villain! villain ! 
traitor! 
Heng. Les, all, bad I but liv'd a little long 
Hell, Twallow me not up | nor ope thy jaws 
80 wide. The fiends do tug and ftrain my heart- 


Wi. -- 
They burſt, they crack Oh curs'd ambition! 
Oh s | Dies. 


Euter CATAGRINUS, 


Cata. All, all is ours, the ranks are broken 
They fly before us, come, let's follow them. 
Good heav'ns, who's this? 

[ Looking to the body of Hengiſt. 
Wort. Hengiſt Bien 
Cata. What, was it thou "Thad this vile monſter 
—— telld? | 


E 4 75 Wort 
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Wort. Ay, marry; but he fought indeed like 
one 


That begg'd a little time to fave his ſoul. „„ 
Cata. Our father bath towards London ta en 8 


his flight, 


But yet Rowena is our ber 
Wort. That's well indeed! come let us on and 


join them. > 


SCENE: X;- 
| VorTIGEnN's Palace. 


Enter Von TIGERN and. 1ſt. Baron 


% Bay: Speed, my moſt gracious lord, think 


on your ſafety, 


1 hey courſe your troops, and dreadful | 1s the « cars 


nage. 
Vor. Where are my ſons? 


1/t, Bar. Let not your tongue curſe 1 me whom |: 


ſhall fay. 
Vor. Speak quick! 
1/t. Bar. With all their frogs they Join'd the 
enemy, 


And took with them their mother. 


Emer Officer. - 


For, Well, Sir, and what more tings do you - 
bring? | 
Of. To London's lofty walls they follow” 4 us. 

Vor. 1 care not an they follow you to hell : 
| Speak, 
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Speak, vaſſal! coward, ſpeak ! where is Rowena? 
Of. Alas, I fear me, Sir, ſhe's ta'en a priſoner. 
Yor. Then all 1s loſt indeed !—Thou [orkut 

FF 
Bury but in this boſom thy fell dart, 
And I will bleſs thee for the gentle „ 

Opf. Shall I go forth, my lord, and man the 
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walls? | 

Vor. Do as thou wilt, — i 

5 Good friend, I'd ſpeak with thee. 1 
e What, Sir, are your commands? 1 
Vor. Thou art an old and ever faithful ſervant. 1.6 
Of. My means have not kept pace with my 4 | 
1 1 
Vor. I know thee well! wou' dſt thou not ſerve N 
me, inend? | [4 
Off. Aye, my good lord! put me but to the 14. 
„ WA 
And you ſhall ſee me ſmile at death kim&lf | 4 

Vor. I take thee at thy word; hold here my 1 

| ſword, | | | 7 
And but one friendly office render me; _ HE 
Flinch not, ſtrike deep and home 3 here lies my 1 
1 heart. | 1 
Of. O! if each drop that were to iſſue from li | 
thee, | "ol 1 


Were a moſt precious jewel, and the Whole 
Mere my reward, by heav'n I wou'd not do't ! 
Vor. Thou coward, what, afraid ? O! ſhame, 
: RE ent. | 
Of. Conſider, Sir, your Chibi yet lives. 
Vor. Thou art in the right; to arms then; 
i 
Bring me my burniſhed ſhield, my weighty ax, 
: And 
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38 VORTIGERN. 
And man the northern gate, let every bell 
Sound forth each brazen note until it rouſe 


Our tombed fathers from their ſilent graves, 


To come and aid us at this pinch of time. 


| Ring till the very ſteeples totter down. 


Mark well my orders, he that flinches, dies. 


If ought of murmur's heard, choak it with 


death. 


Away, away, and now for victory. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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SCE N E 1. 


Apartment in VORTIGERN's Palace. 


EDMUNDA n a Couch, 


' Fravia and PAScEN TITUS. 
Sf Myj 


Zim. [NDEED, my gentle maid, indeed, 
- thou'rt kind, | 
And by thoſe tears that glaze thy lovely eyes, 
Twould ſeem that truly thou did'ſt pity me. 
la. Pity thee, O Gods! 
Edm. Nay, wherefore weep ye both, 
*Tis long, long ſince I was thus kindly treated, 
Your pardon, but I fear you ſcoff at me. 
PDaſ. Doth ſhe yet know you? 
Fla. Wou'd to Heaven ſhe did. 
Zam. And yet there was a maid that once did 
| love me, 
| Heigh ho ! ſhe went alack! I know not whitfier, 
Thou ne'er did'ſt ſee her, elſe what I ſhall ſay 
Metin wou'd make thee vain, but yet indeed, 
| Thou 


Thou didſt add graces to that manly cheek, 1 
With ſcalding tears! and for whom do you this : = = 
| For « one that neither alles, 1 nor merits it. | — | 


_ VORTIGERN. 


Thou ſeem'ſt right well to ape her pretty 1 man- 

| NETS. -- | An 
Fla. This is too much, I cannot bear all this. Th 
Edm. Nay, nay, why ſhou'd' [ſt thou wail — We 
tremble ſo? O! 
Till this I thought that Pier was only n mine; The 
It is not fair to rob me of all comfort, et 
I thought thee honeſt, but indeed the world On 
Doth flatter, fawn, and ſtroke upon the face, Aw: 
And ſadly cenſure when the back is turn'd. No 
Paſ. O! deareſt mother, ſay, doſt tho not . 

know me? . 
Em Aye, aye, right well, thou” rt one by For 
name a man: | + 
Thy form is well enough, * thou may'ſt paſs; : 
But haſt thou a heart for melting pity ? 7 =" 
For. better be a brute, — I ſhe 
Than lack it under that moſt godlike form : : Fa 
And yet I do thee wrong, —lor even now F. 


N 
Eater WORTIMER US Egg oe WY 
Fort. How doth ſhe now? 
Paſ. Alas! ſhe wanders yet, her . 5 diſeas' 4 | | | 
Fla. 1 am that maiden loſt, your loving daugh- 1 
„ | Aw 
Edm. Bring here my glaſs, ſtand before me = 3 
here! 5 1 Vet ſt 


Now, 5 
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Now, now, I'll judge thee well, I'll ſee this ſtraight, 
And firſt her look was mild, in this thou'lt do; 3 
Then ſhe was kind, moſt excellent, and good, 
Well, and fo ſeerneſt thou ; now for the laft, 

O! has heart was, but ehins I cannot ſee, 
There thou deceiveſt me, I know thee not. 

Vet if thou be my daughter, 
On thy forehead is a mark, - 
Away then with thoſe locks from off thy front: 


Nou, let me look! O! gods, tis ſhe, *tis ſhe. 


Paſ. She faints, ſhe faints ! this ſhock is too 
afflicting | 
For her poor ſhatter'd, and diſabled frame. 
Fla. O! deareſt, kindeſt, and molt gentle mo- 
ther. | 
E dm. Indeed, my brain is ſomething cooler now, 
I ſhou'd know you, Sir, and you too, nay all! 
I'm very faint, alas, this joy o'ercomes me ! 
Fla. Sweet mother, you need reſt, we'll lead you 
in. 
am. Then be it ſo, and wile. thou fit and 
„„ Water me7 
Fla. Aye, and [ll kneel and pray, and ſometimes 


WEEP. 


Eam. Lead thin; I'll in to reſt, come follow 


nis. [ Exennt, 


Enter AVRELIVS and UrtER, 


Aur. The breach is made, the ſouthern gate 15 

| forc'd, | 

Vet ſtill doth he hold out, and hath ta'en flight 

Een to the tower, and there he'll wait the ſiege. 
| Like: 


PPP 


— ä—6ł—ͤ— — —— — 


„123 


— 


r 


or —— — — 


62 8 VORTIGERN. | 

ier. Aurelius, your fair priſoner is no more. 

Aur. How ſay'ſt thou? 

Uter. Rowena hath ta'en poiſon and is . 

Aur. Then hath a wicked foul taken its flight 
From the moſt lovely frame that e'er was form'd, 
To charm or to deceive. 8 8 nt. 


SCENE I. 
. Czſar's Tower. 
Enter 1ſt. Baron and Officer. 


Bar. Is the King yet ſafe ? 
Of. He is, my lord. 
Bar. Are many troops with „ 
Off. Two thouſand full well : arm'd ; and brave er 
. 
Ne'er buckled on their limbs the glitt” ring "PEE 
O! what a ſigbt it was to ſee the King. | 
No ſooner had he reach'd the bridge, but firm, 
And with a voice that wrung each coward heart, 


He hail'd them to come on. Here then he ſtood, 5 


In his right band griping his maſſy ax, 
Whilſt with the left he held the brazen chain. — 
Nor did he budge until each hardy ſoldier 
Safely within the walls had entered, 

Then waving thrice his caled hand 1n air, 

And with a nod that ſpread pale fear around, 
And ſeem'd to animate his bloody plume, 
Triumphantly be bad them all defiance; 


Then flowly turning with a horrid frown, 
| Soldiers, 
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Soldiers, he cry'd, ſoldiers! break down the 
| draw-bridge, 


| Like hail, in flight we FEES on them our arrows, 


Until their blood had ſtain'd the moat around 


us,.— 
8 But look, my lord, here comes the King. 


Enter VORTIGERN. 


vor. Why ſtand ye here, like fools, catching 
the air, 
What! think ye this to be your miſtreſs chamber? 
Bar. My 1 885 Prince, we wait your orders 
here. | 
Yor. Then fight 1 fay. 
Go get ye hence. — 


Bar. 10. | 
Vor. No, ans thou muſt ſtay here, thou'rt my 
ſole prop; 


1 ſicken faſt, and gin? again to flag. 
Pour forth, I pray thee now, tome flatt*ring 
| words, 
For I am weary, and my lamp of life 
Doth ſadly linger, and wou'd fain go out, 
For look you, my poor {ſoul is fore diſeas'd. 
Bar. Courage, my noble Sir,— _ 
Vor. Time was, alas! I needed not this {pur. 
But here's a ſecret, and a ſtinging thorn, 
That wounds my troubled nerves, O! conſcience! 
555 « GOncence !- 
- When thou didſt cry, 1 Grow to ſtop thy mouth, 
Huy boldly thruſting on thee dire ambition, 
| Then I did think myſelf indeed a god 
But I was ſore deceiv'd, for as I paſs'd, _ 
And travers'd 1 in proud ns the Bafſſe-court, 


There 


7 
e 
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There I ſaw death clad in moſt hideous colours, 
A ſight it was that did -appal my ſoul, | 
Yea, curdled thick this maſs of blood within me. 

Full fifty breathleſs bodies ſtruck my fight, 


And ſome with gaping mouths did ſcem to 5 


| mock me, | 

Whilſt others ſmiling in cold death itſelf, 

Scoffingly bad me look on that, which ſoon 

 Wou'd wrench from off my brow this lacred 
crown, 

And make me too a ſubject like eee ; 

Subject! to whom? To thee, O ſovereign death! 

Who haſt for thy domain this world immenle ; 


Church-yards and charnel-houſfes are thy haunts, ; 


And hoſpitals thy ſumptuous palaces, 


And when thou would'ſt be 88 thou doſt 


F chole” 
"The gaudy chamber of a dying King. 
O!] then thou doſt ope wide thy hideous jaws, 
And with rude laughter, and fantaſtic tricks, 
Thou clap'ſt thy rattling fingers to thy ſides; 
And when this folemn mockery i is ended, 
With icy hand thou tak'ſt him by the feet, 
And upward ſo, till thou doſt reach the heart, 
And wrap him 1n the cloak of laſting night. 
Bar. Let not, my lord ! your thoughts ſink 
you thus low, 


But be advis'd, for ſhould your gallant troops — 


Behold you thus, 8 might fall lick with fear, 


| Eee an 0, cer. 


OF. My lord ! my lord ! _ 


Vor. Wherefore doſt tremble thus, paper-fac'd 


- Krave! 


What 


Still v 


Vor 


Can fl 
No, u 


Why « 


Thou 


Where 


In fel 


2nd 


The br, 


Ver. 
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What news ſhou'd make thee break thus rudely 
: in? ; 
Off. Indeed, indend I fear to tell you, Sir. 
Vor. Speak, vaſſal, ſpeak! my ſoul defies thy 
tc 
Of. Your newly married Queen- 
Vor. Speak, what of her? 
Off. My lord, ſhe hath ta'en poiſon, and 1s 
dea 
Vor. Nay, chrink not Gromk me now, 15 not 
| afraid, 
There, lie my ſword! 158 b it al my hopes. 
Lord, Yet we may hope—— 
Vor. O! friend, let not thy tongue dclude 
with hope, 
Too long againſt the Almighty have I fought. 
Hope now eis vain-—I will not hear of it. 
"Off. Yet is the breach not made, and we are 
ſtrong, 
8 Still we may out, my lord, and beat them off. 
Vor. Can wicked fouls e'er ſtand before the juſt ; 
Can ſtrength outweigh the mighty hand of God? 
No, no, never, never—O! repentance, Fr | 
Why doſt thou linger thus to aſk admittance ? 
Thou com'ſt, alas! too late, thou'rt ſtale and 
; : nanloves.- 
Where, where is now the good old murder d 
N "IP 
, In fields of 1 8 where guilty ſouls ne'er come. 


Emer another cer. 
2nd. Off. All, all is loſt, the poſt is ta'en by 


5 ſtorm; 
The breach is made, tbey Pour in faſt upon us. 
Ver. If it be fo, then will J out and die; 
INE 5 Now 
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Now aid, ye gods ! but if ye wt; 5 hear, 


E'en then on hell I call again for ſuccour! 
My friends have boldly ſtemm'd this tide of war, 
And ſhall I flinch at laſt and play the woman? 
Let any but Aurelius meet my arm, 


And this my ſword ſhall ope a gate ſo wide, b 


That the impriſon'd ſoul ſhall take its flight, 
And either ſeek the murder'd King above, 5 


Or down and join me in the n [Exevrt. ” 


SCENE III. 
| The Baſſe-Ceurt of the Tower, 


Enter Abnteins and UrER. = 


_ Ueer. . brother, are the ſons 4 Vorti- 


gern? 
Aur. | bade them with cheig cone] moth: er ſtay, 


For much 'twould bave offended e 


He 
If 'oainſt their father they bad join'd with us. 
For here there always is a ſacred tie, 


Which ſuffers not a ſon's uplifted hand, 
To ſtrike a father, be he ne'er ſo vile. 


Did he not give him birth, and nouriſh him? 


And when thy direſt foe Deo thy ſlave, 8 
Say, ſhouldſt thou ule revenge? No, rather 


| ſhame him 
With pity and all-ſoftening charity ; * 
Then on a golden bed thou lay'ft thy ſoul, 
And art on earth a bleſſed angel. 


Uter. Brother, I do commend thee "Mk . deed, = 
| Worthy a Prince, worthy a Britoa too. | 
But come! now, for this tyrant Vortigern ! 


Enter 


Lo 
And 


= 


And 
That 


Loi 
Dot 


From 
e 
And 
Tete 
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Enter Offer. 


Aur, What” s the news? 
. Th ill tated King doth flee tow'rds Czfar's 
Tow'r, 
And half his troops have fall'n into our hes: 
| Aur. Did ye obey mine orders? 
Off. Aye, my good lord, in ev'ry circumſtance. 


| ſame tow'r ; 
Let me, ye gods! but meet with this vile traitor, 
And ſhou'd his ſoul not ſhrink beneath this ſword, 


SCE N E the Gate of Ceſar's Tower, 
Enter Lord and Troop. 


1 In, i in, for they do {car our very backs, 
And [core 1 us cowards | in our | haſty flight. 


Enter VORTIGERN, 


Tor. Give me ranother ſword, I have ſo clogg d 
And badged this with blood, and ſlipp'ry 78 
That it doth mock my gripe. A ſword, I ſay. 
Lord. Here, here, my noble lord! 


Vor. As with their bloods I ſtain'd my Fong 


| blade, 
From ſummit of the T on'r the raven croak'd, 
Th' heavy-wing'd crow did chatter o'er my head, 
And ſeem'd to bear black laurels for this brow !- 
Yet did not erſt the ſun-defying eagle 3 
= 8 | F 2 O'er 


Aur, Then Uter look, you march towards that 


Hcav'n has no juſtice, [2 Exent. 
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5 VORTIGERN. 
O'er the world- -conquering Macedonian hero, 
Flutter, and lead his way to victory? 
Then from thy jarring throat ſpit peſtilence,— 
And bird of hell, Vll take thee for my 555 
—_ Lord. The troops are enter'd ,—Pleat ou fol- Ty 
11 | low them ? 
Fl Vor. ] love not to be ot ker walls of flint; 
| 18 My ſoul likes better this vaſt field of air! 
Let them come on, © CE 
Lord. Conſider, my dear lord, think of your 
ſafety, 
Vor. Muſt we then die? then whetefore in a 
dor, | 
And rot with kamin and with pale- fac'd hunger? 2 
No, it were better die nobly, full-ſtomach'd, 
Than linger out a ſix week's tedious ſiege.— 
Do as you liſt, here firmly will TI ftand, 
i Lord. Is it your pleaſure they ſhall then proceed? 
19 Vor. Aye, een to it ſtraight, —- 5 
1 Nay ſtop! why ſhou'd all theſe be doom d to 
FF death? | 
The. crime is mine, not theirs, — 


Euer AURE LI US. 


Aur, Villain and traitar, at thy word * take 
thee. | 

7 or. Ah I thy We the emblance of thy father + 

bears! 

Thine eyes do pierce more Was thy ſteel· cad arm. 

Were fifty brave ſouls in that body cas'd, 

Proudly I'd ſcorn them all, but alas! thy . 

Aur, Thou perjured wretch! thou moſt ab- Au 
horred villain! | : 

Vor. Prate on, prate on; *tis true 1 merit this; . 

But go not yet too far, leſt, j Kipling boy: 7-7. a 

Lou W to indignation raiſe this blood, 


4 ot 
— . . 
— — — — — 


Which : 
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: Which thou haſt turn'd from out its W 
„ courſe, | | 

And make it fall on "Dole | 
—— Alike, I do defy thy rage and 1 
Where i is my father! 
or. Curſe upon thee, thou grat'ſt my ſoul, 
| 0 if around this tatter'd conſcience, e er 5 


| Did cling repentance, I now caſt it off. 


| They fight and pauſe. 
Yet ſtand aloof, and hear me yet Abe ? N ; 
e <L: wii:not: :: 
Vor. Twere better that thou ſhould'ſt, left wax- 
5 ing warm 
L riſe, and pour upon thy RE limbs 

That rage which 'gins to ſwell within my veins, 
And lays a double murder on my foul. 

Aur. Come on, come on, I ſay ! 

[They fight, Vortigern is thrown to the ground. 
Now, tyrant, now, I have thee in my power. 


Vor. Doſt think T'll blanch my 11 805 and be a 


COWS © 
A lily coward ? No! ſtrike thang: 
I ne'er will aſk thy mercy. 
Aur. Now, traytor, where s my father? 
Vor. Murdered: 
Aur, And by whom? 
Vor. Is not the crown thine own? _ 
Aur. Aye, and is fo by right; then ſpeak, I ſay. 
Vor. 1 will not, Boy, had'ſt thou ten thouſand 
ire „ VO, £ 
And lungs of braſs to give then utterance, 


275 1 would not anſwer ought. 


Aur. Then die! 


( FLAVIA comes forward. ) 
Fla. O ſtop, Aurelius ! 1 


He 


— Wn. 
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> wu. VORTIGERN. 
He is ſtill my father | 


Vor. My daughter here! then curſe thy tardy | 


band, | 
That lipgers ſo in doing of its ales; ao 42 
Strike, ſtrike, I do beſeech thee, for I'm fick, 
And do abhor the very light of Heaven. 


Fla. Ot mercy ! on my knees I beg for mercy. T_T 
Vor. "Twas I, twas I, this hand thy father 


murdered. 
Aur. And ſay'ſt 1 this, e'en to my . 7 


Vor. Aye, to. thy face, and in thy cats 1 din 


ni os 
Till thou for mercy” 8 fake ſhalt firike the blow. 


Eine Won riunts, Chtlokrivs, gallen, 
Lords, Sc. 


Wort. What | my father? 5 
Aur. My Flavia, er thy ſake I grant bim life. 
Vor. In charity then I pray ye bear me hence * 
Aur. Aye, lead him towards the Friar s. 
Vor. Lea, where ye litt, but take me from this 
ſight. . dee 15 (4 out. 
Aur. How at Edmunda | . 
Wort. Her mind is ſomewhat better, pk ſhe's 
.- feeble. ©» 
Fur. Well! of your father doth he eber - fay 
_ ought? 


5 Wor. Aye, truly, but the haply thitks bim 


dead. 


Enter Urzs. 


Ur. Of all; the King bath truly made confeſ- 
os 


"HON, 


Met 
. JF 


Rig 


of He t 
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To you he juſily renders up the crown, | 
And bade me bal 1155 rightful King of Britain. 


f A Kneel 1 


AI. Hail to Aurelius, 
Lawful King of Britain. 


rA vs enters, | 


0 


Po to Aur, Vortigern. on thee beſtows our fl 
„ en 
And bade me, in his name, preſent her N 


Aur. Which ] do kifs, and with the ſelf ſame 


| breath, 

Do hail her wife, and Britain's lovely. Queen. 

All. All hail to Flavia, Queen of Britain. 

Aur. 1 we N we owe to all here pre- 
lent | 

Fach diſtinct ſervice we ſhall well repay, 
Ass beſt befits the dignity of our ſtate ; 
 To-morrow, Lords, we'll meet at Weſtminſter, 

For your ripe ages, and experience, 

| Muſt teach our young and giddy years the way, 

| To ſow content after theſe diſmal times. 

Inno: dr 72 


75 Foor comes forward. 


% Methinks but now I heard ſome 1 ſay, 
„Where's maſter Fool? T'troth he's run away. 
Right! for look you, when there be danger 
1 Le near, | 

9 He then moſt courage hath who moſt doth fear; 
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1 VORTIGERN. | 
ce Beſides, obſerve, I came not here to fight, 
Loet him that dares, ſay nay, for I am right; 
will not out and riſk a knocking down, | 
For though 1 like our King, I like my crown; 

« Beſides, there is a time for Fools to —_— 
* But then they muſt have nought, ave god to 
cc ſay. 
“Chance you will aſk if this be tragedy, 
% We kill indeed, yet ſtill *tis comedy; 0 
* For none fave bad do fall, which draws no tear, 
Nor lets compaſſion ſway your tender car; 
cc Play ! we'll grant it the ſtory ye have read, 
« For 'tis well chronicled i in Hollinſhed ; 
Give then your plaudits, and when that be i 
e gone, 
T0 Your Fool ſhall bow, and thank ye ev 19 one,” 


EPILOGUE. 


w ritten by the late ROBERT MERRY, Es q. 


* 


Spoken by Mrs. JorDax. | 


YE ſolemn critics | whereloe'er you're ſeated, 
To grant a favour may you be entreated? 

Fe or which I'll pay you proper adoration, 

And ftrive to pleaſe you—that is my vocation : 

Then do not frown, but give due ſhare of praiſe, 

Nor rend from Shakeſpeare's tomb the ſacred bays. 

The ſcatter'd flow'rs ! he left benignly ſave! 
Poſthumous flow'rs! the garland of the grave! 
What tho' he liv'd two hundred years ago, 

He knew you very well, as I will ſhew: 

His pencil ſketch'd you, and that ſeldom errs ; 

You're all, whate'er you think, his characters. 

How !—do you doubt it ?—caſt your eyes around, 


In ev- ry corner of this houſe they're found. 


| Obſerve the jolly grazier in the pit, 
Why, he is Falſtaff, fat, and full of wit; 
In fun and feaſting places his delight, 
And with his Dolly emulates the Knight. 
Look at that youth, whoſe countenance of woe 
Denotes a tender-hearted Romeo; 3 | 
G He 


74 EPILOGUE. 


He only wiſhes, tho' he dare not A. 
To be a glove to touch his Juliet's cheek; _ 
While ſhe, from yonder terrace, ſmiles ſerene, 
And longs with him to play the garden ſcene. 
But O! I tremble now,—there fits a man, 
Rugged and rough, a very Caliban! _ 
He growls out his diſpleaſure—'tis a ſhame! | 
Do, dear Miranda! make the monſter tame. 
And you, my pretty Beatrice, don't fret, 
Your Benedick is fond of a coquette. 
For tho” he vows he'll think no more about you, 
He means to marry—he can't live without you. 
Kind faithful Imogens are here, to charm us, 
Mad Edgars, Ancient Piſtols to alarm us, 
And Hotſpurs too, who ſeek the glorious boon, 
« To pluck bricht honour from the pale- -tac'd 
moon. 


Beſides, we have our e Shylocks dire, 


Iagos falſe, and many a ſhallow Squire. 
Nay, there are ladies, who in their own houſes, 
Are Deſdemonas, plagu'd with jealous ſpouſes. 
Tis true, there is ſome change, I m&uſt confeſs, 


Since Shakeſpeare's time, at leaſt in point E 


drefs. 
The ruffs are gone, and the long female waiſt 
Yields to the Grecian more voluptuous taſle ; 
While circling braids the copious treſſes bind, 
And the bare neck ſpreads beautiful behind. 
Our ſenators and peers no longer go 
Like men in armour glitt'ring in a row; 


Bujt, 


: Print 


. E PILO GUN 2 
But, for the cloak and pointed beard we note 
The cloſe-cropt head, and little ſhort great - coat. 
Vet is the modern Briton ſtill the ſame, 
Eager to cheriſh, and averſe to blame; 

Foe to deception, ready to defend, 
A kind protector and a gen'rous friend. 


This Day is Publi Med, 


HENRY THE SECOND, 
An Hiſtorical Drama. 
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at the Dramatic Repoſitory, 5 
No. 19, Great Ruſſell-S: reet, Covent- Garden: * 
LONDON HERMIT, or, Rambles in Dorſetſh! 4, 1s (Cd 


LIFE's VAG ARI Es, 2s 


IRISH MIUMIC, or, Blunders at Brighton, 1s 
LITTLE HUNCHBACK, ts 

TONY LUMPKIN IN TOWN, 1s | 
BIRTH-DAY, or, -The Prince of Arragon, 1s 


"OATLAN DS, or, ire, of the Laurel, is 


1 
* — — 
Ae o, 


THE MOUTH 05 1 E NILE, by T. Dibdin. 1: 
THE SICILIAN ROMANCE, or, Apparition of the Cl; id, 


an Opera, by H. Siddons, 18 
THE ROMP, with Frontiſpiece of Mrs. Jordan, 18 
DOUBLE DISGUISE, Frontiſpiece of Mrs. Crouch, is 


THE APPARITION, a Mufical Romance, by Croſs, 1s 
FATAL CURIOSITY, Tragedy, by Lillo, 18 5 
THE WIDOW OF M ALABAR, Trag. by Miſs Starke, 6 
SIEGE OF BERWICK, Tragedy, by Jerningham, is cd 
COLUMBUS, an Hittorical Play, by Morton, 1s 6d 
EDWARD AND E LEONORA, Tragedy, by Hull, is 
BARNABY BRITTLE, or, A Wife at her Wit's End, 1s 
THE BROTHERS, Comedy, by Cumberland, 18s 6d | 
THE DIVORCE, by Jackman, 1s 

THE FASHIONABLE LOVER, Com. by Comberlend, 54 
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LADY OF THE MANOR, a Comic Opera, by Kearick, 186d 


LOVE A-LA-MODE, 1s 
MODERN HONOUR, or, The Barber Dueliſt, Farce, 1s 


TOM THUMB, cat by Hogarth, 16% 
MORE WAYS THAN ONE, a Com. by Mrs. Cowley, 196d. 
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| Advertiſement. 


bf a Editor of the following ſheets feels it a duty 

- incumbent upon him, to lay before the public ſome 
_ particulars relative to the manner in Which they came into 
his poſſeflion. 


A conſiderable time after the play of Vortigern was pro- 
duced, he received from the hands of his ſon about four 
hundred lines of this play, in his own hand-writing, and 
with them a ſolemn declaration, that they were faithfully 
copied from ancient and original papers; and that the re- 
mainder ſhould be tranſcribed with all convenient ſpeed. 


The title and two other leaves only were produced of the 


old MS. and theſe were aſſerted to be all that ever would 
appear in that ſtate; the gentleman, 1. e. the ſuppoſed ori- 
ginal proprietor of the papers, having expreſſed much diſſa- 
tisfaction at the objections made by the e public to the un- 
couthneſs of the orthography. 


| After frnquazt and rg ſolicitation on the part of the 
Editor to receive the remainder of the play, and waiting 
many months, he at length obtained it from his ſon, with 
this apology : * that the gentleman who gave them was of 


« a capricious diſpoſition, and would only ſuffer them to 


<« be copied at certain times, when he was in the humour.“ 
With theſe repreſentations, added to the repeated aſſurances 
ol their being authentic, the Editor was obliged to remain 
| ſatisfied, nor can he feel himſelf diſpoſed to give implicit 
credit to any aſſertions that have been ſince made from the 
ſame quarter; as they ſtand in direct oppoſition to what had 
been Is: ſolemnly ſtated as fact. 


The Editor here thinks it neceſſary, in order to prove his 


right in publiſhing this play, to ſtate the following quotation 


Aa from 
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u ADVERTISEMENT. 
from a letter written by his ſon, dated June 14, 1796, * As : 
<< you have yet no proof but my parole for the gift of 


« Henry II. I now tell you that I beg your acceptance of 
„the publication of Vortigern, and the whole of the 
„profits . Henry II.“ | 


'Fhis piece is have; given almoſt verbatim from the MS. 
which is not divided into Acts, nor in many places is any 
punctuation attended to. The lines in this play, as well 
as in Vortigern, are numerated, and in many places erro- 


neouſly. Of its merits the Editor has never intimated an 


opinion, but he is encouraged by that of others better 


enabled to form a judgment, and by their approbation is 
emboldened to lay it before the public. One circumſtance _ 


relative to this production he thinks neceſſary to advert to, 
as it may poſſibly at a future day lead to ſome further know- 


ledge of the true hiſtory of this as well as the other papers: 
Some months after this play was produced, the Editdr acci- 


dentally met with a paſſage in the Biographia Dramatica, 


of which the following is an extract: „Henry I. and 
« Henry II. by Wm. Shakeſpeare and Rob. Davenport. 


4 In the books of the Stationers Company, the gth of 
« Sept. 1653, an entry is made of the above title; but what 
* ſpecies of the drama it was, or whether one or two per- 
e formances, are ſacts not aſcertained. Whatever it might 


be, it ſuffered in the cater havoc made by Mr. War- 


50 bur ton's ſervant.“ 


The Editor has examined chis entry, which was ds by 


Humphry Moſely, a bookſeller of that period, and finds it 
correctly ſtated, but with the following additional plays en- 
tered by the ſame perſon, and on the ſame day, viz. The 


„ Hiſtory of Cardenio, by Mr. Fletcher and Shakeſpeare, 
* and The Merry Devill of Edmonton, by Wm. Shake- - 
„ peare. On enquiry, he is credibly informed by thoſe 


who knew Mr. Warburton above-mentioned, that a fire 


= gan at his houſe in the e eat of Fleet-ſtreet, 
| about 
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about 36 years ago, and deſtroyed his effects, amongſt 
which were many books and MSS. 


| When the fact above related was mentioned . the Editor 
to his ſon, he expreſſed much ſurpriſe and ſatisfa@ion ; ob- 
ſerving that “he preſumed the world would now no longer 
* entertain a doubt of the walidity of the papers. This cir- 
cumſtance, added to the general appearance on the face of 
the MSS. of their having been ſcorched by fire, gave addi- 
tional weight to their ſuppoſed originality, and fuller con- 
fidence to the Editor, in his intention of laying theſe plays 
before the world. As this is probably the laſt time 
he may ever find occafion to addreſs the public on the 
ſubje& of theſe myſterious papers, ſo long a matter of con- 
troverſy with them, and of unſpeakable inconvenience to 
himſelf, he thinks it neceſſary here to declare, that he has 
| had no intercourſe or communication with the cauſe of all 
this public and domeſtic misfortune, for near three years, the 
period at which the party alluded to quitted his houſe, except 
one meeting had at the requeſt and in as __—_ of Mr. 
Albany Wallis, of Norfalk Areet. 


At this meeting for the firſt time the party above - men- 
| tioned declared himſelf the author of all the papers, and 
that he was about publiſhing the ſame to the world. 
Of the truth of this declaration the public will form 
their opinion; but, let that opinion be what it may, 
the Editor here moſt ſolemnly reiterates his prote/ſtation, that 
all fources of information that have ever reached him on 
_ the ſubject of theſe papers, he has unreſervedly communicated 
to the public: of whom he aſks that only to which he feels and 
_ knows he is juſtly and honeſily entitled, viz. to be conſidered 


by them as in honour and honefty utterly incapable, in every | 


character either as aſſociate or principal, of intentional im- 
 p9fture, or of laying before them papers, as genuine, which, 
whatever they may be, he did not believe to be of that de- 
FER”. | 


DRAMAT. 13 


py x 
* ee 9 


4 
4 
, 
f 
0 
1 
+ 
1 
q A+; 
1 
1 „ . 
* 
195 
16 
P72 
7; £5 
12 
1 
7 
| 
q 
> x 
. 


q 
- 
; 


y V - . 
{ b 
x 1 
y 5 
1 
f 11 
18 N 
ig 4 
3. Bj b 
23 8; ' 
» 
N. po 
= 22 
* — 
111 as. 1 
1 5 $3 | 
1% 
1 
19 f 2 
| * 
1 l > 
11 - : 
* * 
: 
ot 
$ 
: = 
: : 
9 
- 


Lo POET GOT | ove IO PEN 


— Pare. 1m f 
— * 
r * 


2 
— 
bal 2. p 
— 
— 
4-23 
5 2 
a — 


—— — — 


— 


J — Ie — — « 5 


—— — — ————— — q — 2 
— — Ra Pan; — nw ro a. oy 2. ES 3 2 —— 
; P 2 8 8 5 NS 
= . 2 — a - * x" . — . 
- x * 1 .. . . a. — wt * — 
. 
— —ů— — ä — 
T2) 5 n * 2 Ago —— = 
— — — 3 > 2 — — — * q - 


. . rey, gee — ROI en. . 0 
— 2 . r 0 ” 


HENRY, 


Six REGINALD BERISo , 


5 Sis Ricuanp AIG, 


DRAMATIS PERSONE. 
| Kino Henry THE SECOND, : 
RIcHaRD,) _ | | 


JohN, 


5 or Sons. 


THOMAS BECKET. 
THEOBALD, Archbiſhop of Canterbury 


LoxDd DE CLIFFORD. 
RoBERT, Earl of Leiceſter. 
Huch, Earl of Cheſter. 
ROGER MO WRA. 


 Jonn DE SALISBURY. 
NicHoLAs BREAKSPEARE, 


MME, King of Scotland. 


Queen Raab 


RosAMoxp, Daughter to Lord 4 e Clifford, 
| NuRsE to Roſamond. 


Six Huch MogveLz, 


SIR WILLIAM TRACY, 


{ The 4 Knights ho. 
ew Becket, 


HENRY THE SECOND. 


r 
SCENE I. 


' rance. 


The Engl 1 Camp and a Caſtle befeged—K. Haxxr, 
Hock, EARL of CnESTER, Rog EkRT, EARL 
OF LEICESTER, and ROGER MOWBRAT— 


Soldiers, Sc. 
r 
GAY noble Cheſter! have yet mine Heralds 


From out their brazen and. long neck'd 
__ trumps, 
Spoke Engliſh thunder to theſe daſtard F Nucl 
And hail'd their quick ſurrender of this fort? 
Or will they ruffle Harry's ſmiling brow, 
And by denial dare him to a ſieges? 
Ches, Dread Sir, they here attend your will. 
Hen. Then let the Engliſh lions roar! 


B :  Heralds 


2 


Who c comes in hates with letters t to your grace. 


22 


> HENRY THE SECOND. | 


 Heralds fond.” 
Office finds from the _ L 


OF. Speak! who are ye that do crave this 
parley, 


And with ſuch loud and bellowing 1 10 10 
Wou'd from death's ſleep, awaken us tot hear? 


Hen. Unfurl my banner! let it wave on high, 


That it reflect the bloody colour'd coat 
Of England's lions rampant, 

Upon yonder meagre looking Frenchman, 
Tis 1! Harry bids ye to lurrender ! : 


Of. Then let proud Harry know, we'll Rand, 


the ſiege, 


＋ ore God we ſwore allegiance to our King. 


Hen. Am not I Plantagenet? ſon of Maude, 8 
Who daughter was to noble Harry Firſt, 2e 


And he third Son of Norman William! 
Who is't then, will dare uſurp my title? 


_ OF. King Lewis of France! 


Hen Thaw (hort-mantled. Harry bids ye be: | 


ware ! 


For as the tigreſs, when Rirr'd From ker whelp, 3 


Will piece. -meal tear the intruding hunter, 
So is't with me, if low'ring on theſe ſmiles 
Te- rouze the dunny 455 "of revenge. ; 


4 Horn Wont. 


Whence is that found 3 ? 
Leic, 'Tis a meſſenger my liege, 


11 


HENRY THE SECOND. = =3 


M. jenger enters. 
2 This pacquet is from Theobald Archbi- 


| ſhop of Canterbury. This from your noble peers; 
and laſtly, this from Lady Eleanor your queen. 


Hen. Come laſt, and yet tar ſweeteſt of them 
all. | [ Reads. 


905 1 hough ſhort my letter, yet do Lknow my 


Harry's love will think it ſweeter far, than 


All others In brief your pacquets do relate, 
That Stephen hath breathed his laſt in th* Abbey 


1 Of Dover your people all await to hail you 


King. 40 


4% Büt 1 508 molt deſire to ſee thee, for O! my 


** Harry, mine is the call of eager love, 
ThineE.LEANOR,"! 


Thanks b d yet it Sec not that I ſhould 


thank. 


Ol Stephen, living, thou did'ſt wrong me much, 


: Uſurping both my crown and dignity ; 
And in the face of God, did'ſt break that 


bath, 
Which truly to my mother thou did' ſt ſwear: 


| Yet for all this, do I now pity thee, 


For thou ſtand'ſt *fore a great, all- piercing 1 
Whoſe even hand, the ſcale of juſtice bears, 30 


Whoſe all- -commanding eye, fathoms the foul, 
Searches e'en to the very thought of fin, 
And proves himſelf at once a mighty god, 
Wonderful and incomprehenſible ! 
So then by death, I now do gain a crown, 
By death mull loſe it, is't not ſo good lord? rp 


Leic. Aye, an t pleaſe your grace. | 
B 2 | Ten. 
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4 HENRY THE SECOND. .. 
Hen. Why look then how this ſame death doth 


ſcoff us, 
Cozening our minds with ſweet 3 thoughts, 


Binding round our temples, the ut ring crown. 

| bo. | 
Whilſt we, ( ſhort witted fools) accept the . 85 

Dream but of ſmiles, look but for golden j joys ; 


Now mark the chaſtiſement of our conceits, 


This regal gem becomes a galling thorn, 


Treaſon, and a whole catalogue of ills, 
That are attendant on a kingly ſtate, 


Ruſh in upon our frail bark of nature, 
Buffet us to and fro, with the fell blaſt, 
Which like a meagre chatt'ring ague fit, 
Turns our ſtern manhoods into peeviſh fear, 70 


Sours the full tide of ſweet with bitterneſs, 

Till laſtly tired with this dalliance, 

The wick of life quite dwindled and bewalled,” 
We lay us down, beg only ground enough 

To fink a grave, then groan and welcome death. 


Ches. Prithee, my good lord, ſtand not o N 


ſive, 


Hood not thus your face within your mantle, : 
Jou {ſpeak but of death ! whoſe grinning viſlage 


So oft times you have dared in bloody fight. | 


Hen. No more, no more, give me your. par- 5 
ü dons, all, 7 | N 80 5 
1 muſe too long 


O Almighty father, 
Since your dread pleaſure be to crown me king, 


do W the truſt. [*neels) But hear my 


| Shou'd E, in diſcharge of this oreat office, ö 
Either through fickneſs, age, or foul mouth'd | 


lie, 


Then 


What 


This [ 
Such 


The je 


The {c 
I'de ne 


Of the 
Of ſuc 
Like 


Shrink 


Draw, 


HENRY THE SECOND. p 


Then wall I hope for mercy at your hand; 
But, if willingly I do fail, give me 
Judgment, O give me death, leſs I crave not, 


Leic. Wer't not well, my lord, you ſhip for 
| England, : 1 90 
Stephen hath friends yet left ? 


Mow. Yea, truly! full well we know, how 
: fickle, 
Light and inconſtant are the people s loves. 


Hen. Well! he they as they. may, [ will not 
| bug 
England mall henceforth be at my i 
Spight of thoſe haughty ſpirits that wall dare 
10 croſs me moſt in that which 1s my right ; 
And ſo ſhall theſe intruding Frenchmen too, 
Ere 1 go hence. 


Cbes. Be advis' 9 my lord, this delay - 100 


Hen. Sound ! T fays.. 1 will nought of council 

bear, | 

What! have my courſe obſtructed by this mole» 
bill, 

This petty fort, mann'd with ſuch palſied curs, 

Such rav nous lean back” d hounds, whoſe looks 
diſgrace 

The jellied priſoner that awaits to hear 

The ſolemn judgment pais'd upon his life; 

Pde not give fifty, fifty ! nay not five 

Of theſe, my ſturdy bow-men, for a world 

Of ſuch loons. Prithee ! look how they do peep 

Like craz'd and . owls from out their 

e 110 
Shrinking at ſight of the tow'ring eagle. | 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to their ſteels, 


B 3 Trumpet 
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6 HENRY THE SECOND. 


Trumpet from the Caſile. 


OF. What are your offers ? 
Hen. Ope wide your gates, ſurrender to our 


Wills, ©: 
Therein you'll 'ſcape the rod of everedtion. 


Off. Sire, we ſubmit, and lay us at your 


mercy. 


He Ti 
For the lion knows where to deal vengeance, 


Where to ſhew his mercy. 


Gates open. 


Come, Tat let's in, diſpatch our letters 


ſtraight, | : © Ta0 


Then ſhip for SON 
[Exeunt. 


L CEN L. in Land. 
1 Room. 


| Enter Brerzr. 


Beck. Why thus and thus it is, the matter ar- 


gu'd, 

Both parts juſtly weigh'd and well conſider'd, 
Judgment too given, with no partial e 
Will ſpeak this verdict.— . 
Happinels with ambition bears no kin, | 
For thus, content dwells not with ambition, 

And he who lacks content, lacks Happinels 3 
This 


6 


* an 


*20 


8 


HENRY THE SECOND. 7 


This lab'ring mind then tells me, *twou'd be 


happy, 


Jet whiſpers, I wou'd fain be greater too; 130 
Peace! thou vile intruding maſs of folly ! 


Thou'dſt willingly embrace two properties 
Who bear ſuch hatred and dread enmity, 


That ſoon they'd kindle, blaze and burn thee up; 
Oft one then make thy choice, more thou can'ſt 


not; 


Give me chen greatneſs—hath not fortune bow'd 
Stoop'd, cring'd, yea knelt that I ſhou'd raiſe her 


up. 
For what was FWecket, but a poor man's Ga ? 


That walks the common vulgar road of life, 
Dies, when dead, is loſt and quite forgotten. 140 


What is Becket now? the friend of Theobald ! 


Who ranks in ſtation and in digaity, 
Next to the King himſelf, yea, and more too, 


For he doth bear the crown of Holy Church, 


Is king and lord over the ſouls of men, 


Low] 


; And not of earthly matters, the frail judge. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Whence come you, Sir? 


: Me. From Theobald, who now is on his road 
from Canterbury hither. He bad me ſpeed be- 


: tore, coy to yourſelf deliver this letter. 130 


* eſenger goes out. 


BECKET reads. 


Beck. As 1 4s tender thee Becket, molt dearly, 


«and fain wou'd bring thee to quick advancement, 


91 do N — thee with the title of ARcH- 
77ͤ;— ß 


— 


eee 
— 8 
* > — 


A 
” — — ̃ V — 


** 23 n on ” * 
G © — 4. *% Is "a. 25 . Oo bs — 
Res ores. it ie. * at 1 m 
, * 8 L 28 — : ray : 


"= OR" 


— 


A 


1 HENRY THE. SECOND. 
8 DEACON of my C fuck, more ſhall be thine ere 


long. Thou know'ſt the King will ſoon be here, 
« and if I can ſerve thee ought there too, thou > 


15 may ſt command me 
. | Thine Tuzonary.” | 


| What! even n ſo, Anenbnacon of my church, 
Aye, and if my ſenſes do not mock me. 
More ſhall be thine ere long, ſo went the tune, 


And in concluſion, “ Thou 1 command 
e 160 


Now, Becket, ſay to thyſelf, wou'd'ſt be poor ? 

Wou'd'ſt ſhun ambition, wou a7 ſt ſpurn at great- 
neſs, 

No! no! thou'rt an huogred, and r le feed 
thee. . 

Off then, vile ſuit ! go cover ally knaves, 

That know to cringe whene' or” the great man 
frowns; 


owner be thou ſtubborn, proud and haugh- 


If EDS” 4 do frown! knit than thy brow; 
Tt he do ſmile, why then, be thou placid; 

| Yet always, bear in mind thy dignty. 170 
But hold | who is't comes hither to lord me ? 
Brave Harry ! proud and haughty too as I, 
Noble his ſpirit, as his mind is great; 

Diſtant to thoſe who moſt he doth eſteem, 

Vea, in fo much, that no man eer cou'd (ay, 
I was the friend, the favour'd of my Prince; 
If fo, Becket, how compaſs thy great ends? 
Shame, thou fickle mind, wilt thou flag at laſt? 
Doth not the ſeaman, for ſome hundred marks, 
Plough the rude waves, and in a little caſe, 180 
Scarce bigger in compals than a needle's eye 
When floating on this wond'rous element, 


res 


Doth 


thy 


HENRY THE SECOND. 9 


Doth he not riſk both health and life to boot, 

And ſhall Becket be afraid? fye! ſhame on't! 

O ! attend then each organ of the ſoul, 

Hear thy ſtern lord's peremptory decree, 

And on thy coronet grave thou theſe words: 
If Becket lives, then lives he in greatneſs | 

If not, why then content, will Becket 55. 


* duſky oblivion were ſweeter tar. 


Life, fans renown, a thing ſo lowly is, 190 


Enter Joux DE SALISBURY, afterwards Becker's 
Secretary. 

How n now, aha; news, good Saliſbury ? 

Salis. The noble Henry, by N we learn, 

Is landed on the Welch coaſt, 


| Beck. So ſoon ? 


Salis. Moſt truly, Sir, and it ſhou'd ſeem as if, 
The roaring ſurge were proud to bear him up, 
Afar the waves came tow'ring towards his ſhip, 
And dipt his pendant in the wat'ry clouds; 

At length, quite hoarſe, they bow'd their ſtub- 
"born backs, 200 


Crook'd their pointed tops, then ſoon di ſolving, - 


Fath'd and fondled che rouge and well ribb'd 
| bark. 
In plains of milky and thick ſpangled foam. 


The blanket fails ſwell'd as though they wou'd 


„ 

And ſhiver the twiſted cords that held them, 
Both winds and waves in amity were leagu'd, 
And ſtrove who moſt cou'd ald his hon! ward 

courſe. 


Beck, Comes he to London? 


. 
— 


— ＋—— ——— 
v TREE — Moe — 
ww own dab r r 


—— 
* 


2 »+ —— 
2 — — : os = 
- — — — 
e 23 $65. OS + (24 — 
— "4 ALI Bo _ 
EDA 8 Anh S 
* ä T 1 


ä — — 


—— — 


a0 HENRY THE SECOND. 


Salis. Aye 
And purpoſes his coronation n Qnicht. 3416 


Beck. Then Heaven grant, as he 1 is brave and | 


+ --< ol 

That in uprightneſs, he rule his people, 
And fore all, that he in no wiſe uſurp 
The high and ſacred rights of holy church! 


Salis. Fear him not, Sir. 


Beck. But I do fear, and much, let me e ten 


F 
Good Saliſbury ! I have ferns thee well, 
In faſting, in prayer, and in merriment, 
And find thee patient, devout, and ſober, 


A man, as *twere, purg'd of earthly fin, 220 


Upon whoſe ſoul bleſt virtue ſtamp'd her ſeal, 
And mark'd it for her own; 

One, to whoſe care, Iwou'd intruſt the key 
That thou might'ſt read the ſecrets of my foul, 
Prithee to me, bow not obedience ! 

Jam not wont ta let my tongue ſpeak praiſe, 
When my whole mind bears it not company. 


Salis. So great is the praiſe. I ſo unworthy, 
That ſhould I ſtrive to anſwer as I ought, 


My ſimple tongue wou! d mar uy with to thank 
„ vs 230 


5 Beck. Let the deſire ſaffice, then for the act; 
Long have I laboured to reward thy truth, 
And now that fortune hath advanc'd me high, 


And placed her budding branch within my hand, 


Iwill pluck off one tender flow'r or twain 
Which nouriſh'd under my aſpiring ſun, 
Shall bloom and carpet out thy walk of life, 
With tiſſu'd and thick embroider'd honours. 
Henceforth, then be thou Becket's Secretary! 


Who now 15 titled — Archdeacon. . © 
Salis. 8 


| "EE: 


<I> dOOSS» we 5m 
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HENRY THE SECOND. 2 
Salis. How, my good Sir ? 


Beck. Aye, and hath a voice, will plead | in's 


behalt, 
Prithee, o 'erlook this paper! 


Salis. In faith, 'tis even ſo. 


Beck. Too long we tarry, come let's away, 
And greet the noble Fheobaid who ere this, 
Is ſafe arriy'd at Weſtminſter. 


Scene in Wales. 
LoD DE eri Caſtle. 
Enter Rosawoxp with a Book, 
Roſa. 8 tice d 1 thus read the works 


of man? 
Is not thy book, O! bett ſweeter far; 


Can all the ſound and ſtudied arguinent, 2 So. 


Or the high ſpeech of proud philoſophy _ 

| Raiſe in this mind ſuch grand, ſuch heav'nly 

Eo 

As the bright Eaft, where the hot blazing ſun, 
Now mounting upward, 'gins his daily courie, 
Staining the firmament with crimſon hue, 

Or wou'd ye blur a thouſand, thouſanc leaves, 
You ne'er cou'd ipeak of beauty halt io well 
As yonder hyacinth ! whoſe leat 1s fring'd 
With the big glitt'ring drop of chryſtaf dew, 

'E bat trembles, . and now melis away, 


- oo 
F arewel | thou blotted page, PII read no more. 


; Enter 1 and MowznAr. 


But who comes here, 'twere beſt I ſhould retire, 


Hen, | 
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12 HENRY THE SECOND. | 

Hen. Stay ! ſweeteſt lady, I conjure thee, ſtay, | 
O fly not thus like nimble footed ſtag | 2 
But chance, thou art ſome fairy of the morn, 
Gathering a Chrift thorn, or pretty night ** 
To fill thine evening incantation up. 


Roſa. What ſhou'd I do? 


Hen. Mowbray, an thou lov'ſt me look not on 


. „ 
For if thou do'ſt, thou- It hari with that fame | 
fire 


That I do now. So, e leave me : ſtraight. 
Mow. My gracious Sir, be not over raſh. _ 
Hen. Leave me 1 _ thee, and quickly 

too. | 
A I muſt obey—— - 


O grant this morning, which now looks 00 bright, 
Prove not hereafter Harry's blackeſt night. 


Hen. Speak, what art thou ? of woman the 


moſt fair. 
Roſa. I am daughter, Sir, « Lord 1 Clif. 
ford, a 
My name is Roſamond, _ 2 80 i 


Hen. O, that J cou'd mellow this iron tongue, . 

And fathion it to muſic of ſoft love, | 

But ſoit is, from my childhood, upwards, 

I have been bred in hoarſe and jarring war, 

My bud of youth, within a camp was ſpent ; 

There have I ſat upon a ſoldier's knee, 

Whilſt round my neck was twin'd a giant arm 

So toughly ſat, that one might ſay, indeed, 

The finews that did work it were of braſs; 

There *twas J learnt the ſoldier's untun'd ſong, 

The morning onlet, and the bloody fray. 290 
EL | : Here 
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85 HENRY THE SECOND. 13 
| Here cours'd the briſtly main'd and foaming 
5 ſteed, 
V ith fire- ſpitting eye, and trampling hoof ! 
Upon whole back beſtrode an Engliſh knight! 
Unnumber'd were the youths of France he ſlew, 
Or Bourbon's ſons, or Orlean's proud heirs ! 


- — — — 
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Then wou'd he tell, how long the fight did laſt, | 
From ſix i'the morn till evening clocks told eight, 11 
How then they bore from off the blood - ſtain'd 1 
field, 1 
Their clay- cold fathers, brothers, countrymen ; 15th 
Here wou'd they pauſe awhile, 
For memory did whiſper pleaſures paſt, 
Till I, with childiſh innocence look'd up 
Ard bad them to go on. But O! the fight 
Turn'd towards Heaven, where their gliſt'ring 
eyes, 
Whilſt the big tears from off their rugged chins, 
10 
Rain d down upon my young and beardleſs face ; 
I wow'd have chid filence, but cou'd not; 
For if ſuch ſturdy hearts as theirs cou'd melt, 
Why then methought, there muſt be cauſe 1n- 
deed, 
This lady was my ſchool, thus was I taught, 
And if ſuch tales can pleaſe thy tender ear, 
Rough and unpoliſh'd, as moſt true they are, 
| Behold the man will fit the live- long day: 
Of ling'ring ſieges, marchings, battles tell, 
Where n; Mars lo glut hath been with blood 
| 220 
| That 


— — 


How many pedigrees and cotes d'armures | 
Beneath his mighty arm were blotted out ? Hl 
_ Whilſt ſmoaking from their horſes flanks, ran 144 
1 down FAM 
The blood of all their proud nobility. 300 | 1 1 
1 

El 


14 HENRY THE SECOND. 


That fick'ning appetite yearn'd out. —No more ! | 
Roſa. T pray you, Sir, accept a maiden! J 


thanks; 
Your phraſe fo aptly paints the tale you tell, 
It but proclaims FRO ſoldier, that you are. 


Enter NuRSE. 


Narſe. My gentle muſtreſe, my ſweet Fn 


rare news, 
Kare news 


Roſa. How Nurſe ? 


Nurſe, In ſooth, I Lek branth,: but tell me, 5 


pretty Roſe, where haſt been ſweet- heart? by my 


faith, I have ſought thee a long hour, O] me. 


A man, come away lady, hie hath a Vile wicked 
look withal. | 
Hen. Truly, Nurſe, do'ſt think ſo dame? 


Nurſe. Aye, marry do I, why look ye lady, Te 


be {worn to't then, why his wickedneſs hangeth 
at's eye, as doth the ivy buſh at wine ſeller's 


door. O! the rogue. 
Roſa. Silence, Nurſe, I beſeech thee, ſlence. 


Me. O! thou mad dancing man, De. 


wicked piper, but I will ſtop thy cheating muſic, 
warry will J. Come lady, FOR mult to your 
father ſtraight. 


Roſa. Farewel, Sir. 


Nurſe. Aye, go too, vile man, 8⁰ mend thy- 5 


ſelf, farewel. 
| [Exeunt. 


. Hen. 


HENRY THE SECOND. ; 


Hen. Vet one word more! nay gone then fare 
thee well! 
Sweet Roſe of England, bluſhing innocence, 
Farewel! to Harry's peace alike farewel! 
For what avails my crown, or kingly pow'r, 
My look majeſtical, commanding awe, 
My ermin'd robe, my ſceptre-griping hand, 
My golden throne, my fretted canopy, 3 
My pliant court, and all this ſnew of pomp, 
What avail theſe, when peace, ſweet peace is 
gone | 
But now Harry was bimfelf ; was a Kin 
How chang'd his high condition ! now a level 
This England and the million ſouls therein, 
All cou'd this my little brain encompaſs; 
And now the verieſt peaſant in my land, 
ls in his mind, a God compar'd to me; 
For I am flare to love, and what is love? 
An ever burning and conſuming fire, 369 
A knawing viper in the heart, a thorn 
Upon the nightly pillow Enemy 
J0o ſleep, that under ſemblance of cold death 
Rocks all our cares in ſoft oblivion. 


30 


Eꝛler MowsRAY. 


How: ist Mowbray that thus you dare intrude 
And rudely break upon our meditations? _ 
Your abſence wou'd better have beſeem'd you. 


Mow. I meant not to offend your grace. 


Hen. Why truly Mowbray I believe thee honeſt! 
But well thou know'tt how peeviſh men do grow, 


Oe us | 379 

When all within is not at eaſe. 
| But to thine errand, what wou'd'ſt thou with us? 
| : Mow. 
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Mow. The Lord de Clifford greets your fafe re re- 
urn, . 
And loyally doth tender you his love; 3 
He hath moreover pray'd your grace t accept 
His goods and caſtle to your preſent uſe. 


Hen. Stands he nuraber'd with thoſe that have f 


been ours? 

Mow. Yea, for he ge th' ambitious Ste⸗ 
phen. 

Hen. Why then we do receive bis proffer d love, 


And for this night, we title him our hoſt. 380 


Tomorrow we muſt on towards London, 
Mow. I ſhall make known your royal pleaſure. 


Hen. Why do ſo—and tell the Earl of Cheſter 
And Lord Robert that I wou'd ſee them ſtraight. 


Look that you alſo bear them company. 
[Even 


A Street in London. 
T 200 Gentlemen meeting. - 7 
/ Gent, Wire pleaſe you tell if the King 705 


this Way. 
2d Gent. In aich, e inkruct kind Sir 


but lack the means — you beg an anſwer where 


I myſelf wou'd fain have queſtioned, 
17/ Gent. Goes he not to Weſtminſter? | 
2d Gent. So J have heard by the way, by one 


of Theobald's gentlemen, who further did inſtruct 
me of his coronation. _ 


” if Gent, Will it be long ere that ? 


21d 
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21d Gent. Tomorrow by twelve o'th' clock. 


I/t Gent. If report bely him not, he lacks nor 


wiſdom, nor courage. 


"2nd Gent. Of that methinks the French can 


give us better account. 
Drums Sb; and ſhouting. 


So then we have not loſt our labour, Sir, the cla- 
morous and o'er Joy'd PREP give note of his ap- 
| proach, | 


1]t Gent. We will it pleaſe you retire from out 
the common way and thereby ſcape the croud. 


2nd Gent. Moſt willingly. 


¶Ereunt. 


| Enter Kine Henry, EARL or LEicesTER, 
| Mownrar, LoRD DE CLIFFORD, So- 
diers, and People . — 


Peo. Long live King Henry ! God ſave King 

Henry! Jong live the King—. 

Hen. My friends and citizens ! I thank ye all! 
Not as a King, but as an Engliſhman 

And brother. We are all children alike, 410 

One earth doth nouriſh us, one only blood 

Runs through our veins, animates our bodies; 
And is in property ſo paſſing rare, 

It ſtamps ye on this earth ſo many gods! 

From every nation; bring me forth one ſoul, 

Place too an Engliſhman among the reſt, 


55 And if he carry not 3 ſo ſtrong 
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That I do fi nole him, and him alone, 


May I ne'er look for happineſs to come. 

My Engliſh hearts, my loving countrymen, 420. 
When in the fertile plains of Normandy, }6Þ 
My harraſs'd ſoldiers have enrounded been, 


With French, that number'd wou'd make five Z 5 


times ours, 


When this gay glitt'ring troop we had attack d, 


Routed and broken down; not even then 
Cou'd all my joy for ſuch a victory, 
Give half the pleaſure that I now do feel, 
In finding thus my people, at the laſt, 
True to their God, their country and their King. 
_ _ Pee. Long live the King! God fave the eng? 
long live * TOI 


5 Trumpet ſounds. 


Enter Quzzx ELEANOR, with PrINCE Rienaxp 5 


and Joux her Sons. : 


Ele. Where, where i is my | love? where is my 5 


Huſband ? 


Hu” Here, my Nell, come to thy Harry” IX 
arms; [ Kiſſes her. 


Do'ſt love me Rill, ha'ſt not forgot me jade? 


Ele. In forgetting thee, my Harry, I ſhou' d 

Forget myſelf! forget indeed to breathge! 

For thee I live; thou art my deareſt half, 

O! how cou'd I bear this life without thee? 
Rich. My honour'd father! 


John. My long loſt parent! 8 440 


Ente. 


HB 


Nov 
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Hen. Riſe honeſt Dick, how. fares it wy. wy 
5 | John! . 

| Thy father 8 bleſſings light upon ye both 

7 [Embraces them. 
Now let s on my Nell, for I lack reſt 
And for the morrow's fun that riſing will heap 
Labours on our head, we'll be prepar'd. 

: Look Lords, you hold yourſelves in readineſs, 
For 'tis our fix'd intent that we be crown'd _ 
On the morrow, by twelve, at Weſtminſter ; 
Be this proclaim'd throughout our city! 

And ſee moreover, that every hall 

Be ſtock'd with viands, that ſo our people 

May ſhare with us the joy of ſuch a day. 


Thy hand ſweet Nell! come my Sons, let's on. 
| [Exeunt. 


People 1 Drums beat. 


SCENE Weſiminſter Abbey. 


Enter King Henry, Queen ELEANOR, PRINCE 
RIcHARD, PrINct JohN, THEOBALD, 
LIcESTER, CRESTER, MowBRAY, 
LoRD DE CLI FoR 5D, Zarls, Ba- 
rous, Biſhops, Heralds, according 
to their Os. 


Hen. 1 pray thee, Theobald, is there not A 


place 
Now vacant here, that muſt ere we proceed 
Be fill'd ? I mean our ſeat of Se. 


. Moes. 
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20 HENRY THE SECOND. 
Theo. Why truly noble Sir, there is. 


Hen. Then mark me, Theobald. Thou art 


worn in years, 
And cou'd inform us, where to wake our choice, 
Wilt pleaſe ye, do ſo ? 


Theo. Humbly I thank your grace, for fingling 


me 


As dtting, now to offer lack a man. | 460 = 


One Becket I well know, a goodly clerk, 

Whom late for ſundry virtues he poſſeſs' 4. 

I did advance unto the dignity 

Of mine ARcHDEAcoO . 
Hen. Tis enough, bring him Piber us desde k 
If thou do'ſt know him worthy ſuch a place, 
We'll not queſtion further, but fingle him 
| Ti 0 ü our empty ſeat, bring bim Deneve us! 


Enter BECKET.. 


Why, truly, be hath a comely figure! 8 


And likes me well, thy hand my good Becket. 470 


Lake thou this place, and henceforth know thy- 
ö 
Our juſt and true appointed Chandallor, 


Beck. What gratitude remains in Becket's 


breaſt, 
Shall ever toil to prove his earned "MAY ” 
And ſhew him worthy your preſent bounty. 


Hen. Not unto me thy gratitude thou ow ſt, | 


But unto Theobald here, 'tis he alone 


Thou ought'ſt to thank, therefore 1 charge thee, = 


friend, 


That which to Cæſar longs to Ciefar give. | 489 - 


Wt aſter, thou's { pleaſe me, I'll tell thee how ! 
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; With juſtice, and with truth, thine office fill. 


Deal with my people as befits a man, 


And more I aſk not. Now, let us be crown 4. 


They crown him in form, and all the No- 
bles hail him by the title of Henry IT. 
King of England. 


Haw. My good Archbiſhop ! Prithee tell me 


now, 


15 it ought ſave form, or muſt I wear this 3 


Holding his finger up 10 the Crown. 


Theo, "Tis but the form, my liege, thus being 


crown'd, 


| Tow way or wear it, or ſtraight pluck it off. 


He takes it F. 
Hm. Then bear it hence 


Ai not weighty enough for my beaver, 
Neither fits it ſo eaſy as my cap; 
Bring hither my bonnet! 


[They bring it, be puts it on, and riſes Hs his ſeat. 


135 My gracious lords! had I not wherewith all 
0D pay 1n part, the debt I owe you now, 


I ne'er cou'd thus have knelt to take a crown, 


And kept the bluſh of ſhame from off my cheek ; 
For on my ſhoulders you have heap'd a debt, 


A mighty debt! a crown and kingdom too 


And for the ſame, thus have [ now to offer 50 


[ They bring two "Ow 
This roll doth ſhew you England as it ſtood, 


When Harry Firſt, my grandfire, reign'd your 


King; | 
C3 And 
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22 HENRY THE SECOND. 


And this poor dwindled map, now wks. ye out, 


How your domains did ſtand in Stephen's time, 
Which now I bluſh indeed to look upon! 


And thus at once do cancel and make void. 


[Throws it to the grows. 
In its place I reſtore again the firſt, 


| | Takes it up and lays it down again, 
And add thereto the whole of r 


Anjou, and part of fertile Poitiers! _ 510 
Beſides one hundred fourſcore thouſand marks, 
Which we now place within our treaſury. 


T beo. My tongue alone ſhall . your people . 


thanks. 
Additions ſuch as theſe do counterpoiſe 


The crown with which you are inveſted now. 8 
Hen. O wou'd my taſk were ended here! but. 


| NO, =— 


A judgment muſt | be utter'd ere we part 
In words ſo heavy, and ſo rude in found, 


As make my very heart indeed to weep. 


No Leiceſter! bring hither that ſelf ſame roll, 


Which late in France we did think meet to pen. 


[ Leiceſter riſes from his ſeat and delivers it, 


then returns to his piace again. 
Though well the ſeats around us here are fla, 


Jet ſome there are that naked do appear, 


Lacking their noble owners. Where is t? 


en filent all! then by your leaves III ſpeak, 


0 Holds up the Roll ak 3 gives FO 


| Herein is catalogued of all our Peers, 
Ine titles and their ſeparate dignities, 


f 
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| Of whom the greater part to us ſeem true; 

Yet damned treaſon hath been meddling here 530 
And ſmear'd the names of ſome we tender'd mot ; 
Where is Earl Ranulph ? where's the Lord, Fi itz. 

Lord John, Fog Owen, and the Lord Fitz Urſe, 
| Beſides fome Knights and others of leſs note, 
That ſhould be preſent ? Why anſwer they not? 


7 beo. We wou'd, but dare not 78 in their 
behalfs. 


Hen Be it made known, the five we here did 
"name: - © | 
Guilty of blackeſt treaſon, we pronounce !— — 
For, that they did *gainſt me their lawful King, 
| 40 
With bell. batch'd treaſon, wantonly pe 
Aiding the proud ambitious Stephen! 
If one of them within our realm be found, 
On him an hundred marks we will beſtow, 
That, or alive or dead, brings him before us; 
As for the reſt, that rather were drawn in, 
(For that their betters led them on the way.) 
Our gracious pardon unto ſuch we grant 
But we ſhall tent them cloſe; if they do flinch, 
Why then they look for mercy but in death! 550 
| Now let the drum and trumpet ſpeak our joy, 
The reſt be feaſting, mirth and revelry. 


[Takes Eleanor's wand, they retire in the 
order in which they entered. 
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„ HENEY THE SECOND. 


A Chamber. 


ku BECKET alone. 
\ 


Beck. The child that hath enough, wall mew! 
| for more. 
| We from the cradle then are Rill the: "Dp 
Fager to climb ambition's golden tree, 


Looking but upward to the topmoſt branch; 
Nor thinking once, if back we wou'd return, 


That we the boughs have bent, and broken ſo, 
That there is but to go on and gain the point, 
Or headlong we muſt totter down again. 560 

How ſet my robes now I am Chancellor? 


Why well! yet ſome there are that envy me, . 


And will do much to pluck them from my back * 


Am I then firm ? is ev'ry bough beneath 


Unbent, unbroken? I wou'd they were ſo! 


But I to mine own uſe have placed monies 


That 'long not unto me, but to the King. 


That's the branch I ſo hard have borne upon! 
'Tis there! I cannot anſwer to the charge; 


What matters it? I ſtill am with my Prince, 570 


The cheriſh'd and unrival'd favourite! 

By boly church, I do defy them all! 
And thou intruding Mowbray, have a care 
Buſy Lord Clifford, look thou to thyſelf ! 

Or at one blow, I will cut ſhort your buds! 


Then as the flower that's pluck'd, I'll leave ye 


both 
To droop and wither, hang your heads and die. 
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HENRY THE SECOND. 


Enter SALISBURY. 


a Whence come you Saliſbury? 


Salis. From Theobald! | 
- Whoſe age and ſickneſs brings him nigh to death! ' 
580 


He fain mw on the inſtant ſpeak with you. 
Beck. I'll to him ſtraight ! 


Bot tell me whither is the King? 


Salis. Himſelf with Mowbray and the Lord de 
ard 
: Are gone to hunt at Woodſtock, as I hear. 


Bech. Is not the Queen gone thither too? 
Salis. No! my lord. 


Beck. Depart o ſoon, and leave fair Ellen 


FF 
What think'ſt . e Saliſbury * > Ist not 
„ 
Salis. It lieth not i in me to 0 3k the matter! 


590 


Beck At leifors, we}! look further into this— 


7 is not meet to tarry woe ſo follow me! 


[ Excunt. 
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Wadfock Bower. 


Hvar and Rosauovp. | 


Hen. O, wherefore love, do'ſt change complex. 


ion thus? 
1 charge thee, I do beſeech thee, fear not ! 
Wer't not that thine eyes are two luſtrous ſtars, 


And Pierce the knotted bow'rs that enround. thee, 


Wer't not for thoſe "ps breathing pertumes ſo 
„ -- 
That men will haunt around this ſpot to know 


Whence ſuch things come, O! wer't not tor all | 


theſe, © 5600 
T'd tell thee love, and truly too, thou rt ſafe! 
And ſecret from the piercing eye of man. 


| Roſa. Indeed it were too ſoon to leave your ; 


een ! 

Your abſence will engender i in has mind. 

Some dark ſuſpicion, which may ripen fraight, 

And bring forth jealouſy, deſpair and rage ! 

Let not thus your heated blood o'ercome you! 

Be rul'd! *twere better ſo for both of us. 

I will be thy jailor, love! and bind thee 610 

With ſofteſt flow'rs, feed thee with my kifles! , 

So thou wilt be ruPd by. me, my Hagry.! 5 
Hen. Wou'd I were a God! 

That yielding, I might honour more my chains! 

Fam 2 do with me as thou wil't. | 


4 Horn 
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| A Horn ſounds without, 
That is the ſignal- 


tis Mowbray comes ! 


| Emter Mownrar, | 


Well, Mowbray | what news? 


Mop. A meſſenger from Becket is arriv'd ! 
Vw ho brings fad tidings o'th* good old Theobald. 


Hen. Alas! what of him? „ 


Moro. Tis thought, my liege, he'll not live 
out the * 
Hen. My good old F riend ! my honeſt Coun- . 
leer, 


Muſt I now loſe thee? muſt we part ſo ſoon ? 
To hore then Mowbray ! Il follow thee. 


Þ[ Mowbray goes ont, 
| Adieu, my love ! farewell my Roſamond ! 1 


r 
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[Kiſſes her. 


* That kiſs was thine, my Harry, and ſo 
ſweet | a} 

It ſeem'd, as it wou'd challenge one of mine! | 1 
Heu. Then give it love | | 
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[ She kiſſes him. 


Roſa. Thine ! will I keep ſo No within my 
| lips, 
A zephyr ſhall not dare intrude upon't! 630 
_ When thou return'ſt, I'll 5 it back again. 
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88 HENRY THE SECOND. 
. F arewell! adieu! „ 


4 Chamber. 


TrzozaLy on 4 Bed ſleeping. —Brokzr leu 6 


9 him. 


Beck. The dying man, that can thus ſweetly ; 


3 found; 
Muſt wear a foul wickia this outward fleſh, 


That knows no fin—how gently heaves his breaſt, Sy 


All cover'd with the ſilky ſnow-white beard ; 

He ſmiles as if an angel kiſs d his lips 
And whiſper'd him of joys that were to come 23 
Sweet ſoul ! thou haſt an everlaſting ſeat, 


A throne in Heav'n above. Cou'd men but 


| look, 
And ſee a igt like this they were all bleſt ! 
Sin vou d grow out of date, wou d be forgot 


Enter HENRY. 


Hen. How does the good old man? 


BECKET riſes, 


Beck. He ſleeps my liege! 5 | 
Hen. And looks as ſweet as any new- born 
babe! 


[Exit 
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HENRY THE SECOND. 29 


_* Methinks the regiſter of men's bad acts 
Bears not one ſtain from any deed of thine ; 
And if it did, thou haſt been penitent, | 
And dropp'd o many tears for the offence, : 
That clean the blot is waſh'd away; O! joy, 
To find that virtue hath ſo much reward, 

As thus to ſmile even on death himſelf; 

That angel, who ranks firſt in Heav'n above, 
Can only tell thy happineſs to come; 
For ſuch a place it is that thou muſt fill. 
Soft! he moves, my good old heart, bon fares 


. | 

| Theo, What! my King, my ſovereign here; * 
ä | | 
As one that from a gentle ſleep awakes 660 


To bid farewel to thoſe on earth he loves; 
And lay his ſoul upon the lap of peace, 
Until 'tis nurs'd into eternal bliſs. | 

To you, I have a faithful ſervant been, 

And toil'd theſe many years; but now tis paſt, 
If ought I at your hands have merited, 

I fain wou'd crave a boon, ere I go hence. 


Hen. Thou haſt it. Tell it I beſeech thee. 


Theo. Inveſt good Becket, with thoſe dignities 
That ſtraight 1 ſhall give up unto your Grace. 
670 
: tha” By holy thorn! I ſwear it ſhall be done. 


Theo, Approach me, Becket. I have been thy 
friend! 
Then take a friend” J laſt council There s thy 
King! 
Above him fits enthron'd a greater ill; | 
_ Whilſt on this earth thou can'f thy Prince obey, 
And charge thy inward conſcience with no fin, | 


Do 


30 HENRY THE SECOND. 
Do it I charge thee ; he will eſteem thee for "oe 


Men will bleſs thee for't, God will ſave thee 85 


5 
Thus have I done. 
For thou waſt nothing, art grown into pow'r, 
If thou doſt find ambition ſtir within, 680 
Look back to what thou waſt, and be content; 
Remember this, and then thou art moſt happy., 


Beck. 1 ſhall Sir. 


| Theo. I wou'd my liege, a little more, with you, 5 


[Dies. 


But no * I cannot—O ! Heay' n! Heaven! 


Fe. Yet ſtay e 300 9 l over. 
This body late "offeſs'd with faculties, 


How motionleſs ! thoſe lips that mov '> but now, | 


To utter muſic ſuch as angels do, 


Quite ſtill! one little figh. bore: hence his ſoul 6go | 


Into the higheſt heay'n!—Come ſorrow! 
For as I preſs this hand, my tears ſhall flow, | 
Bearing like company with my kiles. 


Beck, Adieu my friend! my Theobald! 


'T be King riſes from the Bed. 


Hen. The care of his interment ſhall be thine ! 
As owing moſt thou beſt can'ft honour him. 


Beck, I ſhall ſee it done my liege. 


Hen. Follow me now, for I wou'd - : ſpeak with 


thee. 
Looking back i to the Bed. | 


8 Farewel, my Theobald! farewel for ever, | 


| Pacer 


But, ob! beware of pride, 


ea EEE EI 


Ln. 15 
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Enter * 


Ele. It that my looks are channel'd with old 
,, 

My body crook'd, or that my mind's grown 

| ſour? _ 

Am I Queen Ellen, Harry s lawful wife ? 

Why yes! and yet it ſhould ſeem 'twere not ſo, 

Where lies my offence ? am I barren ? No. 

Have I then borne but women children? Tes! 


Men I have brought forth! what wills he more? 


Wherefore ſhou'd he thus leave me, I know not; 
And in ſooth I muſt fit calmly down | 
And weep his abſence ; were this the woman? 
No; I'll chace him home, by Heav'n I will. 


Enter PRINCE RICHARD. 


Well, my Richard, where haſt been my ſon ? 
KRich. I parted now with John de Saliſbury, 
Who did inftru& me of {ad tidings. 

Ele. What ſayeſt thou ? 


Kich. Theobald, that good old man, alas! 
| is dead. 


Ek. Then peace to his departed ſoul, 


lier 


l Will need a 3 ſtill, than — to quell. 
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Enter PrIxcE Jonx. 


Jobn. I will not ſpeak of what thou know 't 


already. 


Ele. 1 from thy . heard the 3 neus 1 
But tell me who doſt think will fill his place ? 


Rich. Our chancellor the goodly Becket, 
John. So have I heard, by deſire of Theobald, 


Who dying did requeſt it of our father, 720 


Ele. Thy father, ſayd'ſt thou ? 
John. Les. 


Fe. Hath he then been to 3 N 
John. Aye, and is ere this at Woodſtock. 


Ele. Leav me awhile! 


( xennt the Prices. 


What! Aber come; return'd too, and not *e” 


me! 


For dying Theobald thou cou'd'ſt quit thy ſport, 
And leave the chaſe ; but for me ! *twere too 


much! | 
O! *tis ſome other paſtime takes thee hence, 


But it ſhall coſt thee dear! By Heav'ns ! it ſhall, | 
I am a woman ! have a woman's mind! 930. 
Tenderly can love, can hate, and revenge, 
And will do ſo, coſt what it may— /- 
Now let 'me ſee, what it were beſt to do! 


Becket! in this methinks, might ſerve me well! 


I can my ſons command, | .ord Leiceſter too! 
And have a voice, which can in France do much! 


Iwill about it, and raiſe ſuch a ſtorm, 


Euler 's 
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Enter Jonn DE SALISBURY. 


Speak! art thou not Saliſbury, Becket s friend? 
Salis. Ves, an' pleaſe your highnels. 740 
Ele. Then tell me, where is he? 


Salis. With Theobald who lays now at Weſt- 
minſter. 


Ele. Tis well, I will unto him 3 | 
| [ Exit Queen. 


Salis. How wrapt ſhe ſeem'd i in thought ! what 
can it mean ? 

And ſaid that the o Becket ſtraight! 

*Tis jealouſy, that ſtirs within her breaſt. 

Alas ! poor Queen ! indeed, I pity thee! 

And thou too Becket, my good lord and maſter, 

For thee I fear, for thee in ſilence weep ; 

Thou'rt but a man, art frail, haſt many faults; 

Cou'd I but lull the buſy thought within, 

Or ſtop theſe words that play upon my tongue, 
Still crying out 
Thy fortunes Becket, will prove thy rain. 

Cou'd 1 do this, I then were happy; but no 

Awake, or in my dreams tis ſtill the ſame ; 
There's ſomething more in this than phantaſy ; 
Les! 'tis curſed pride, that will undo thee! 

I know thee but too well; thou haſt a mind 
Wou'd lord a world, and think that world too 
„„ 760 

Will Harry bear all this? Impoſible 1 


The 
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The whole ſum'd up, brings it to this at laſt ; 
Becket muſt fall! but he will greatly fall 
III labour to ſtop this, tho' much I dread | 
My labours wil both vain and kruitleſs prove. 


A Chamber. 
On 4 Table mauy Papers. 
 BREKET. 


8 Archbiſhop but one © Haw more,— 


_ Rome's holy crown! and then I am content. 


That is my aim — That's the throne I'd fill | 
More I cannot! leſs I would not ftoop to. 


Now for the means—W1ll gold do this? why aye ; 


77 
And what will gold not do? Do'ſt want a friend ? 
Gold will buy thee one! Do'ſt lack eſteem? _ 


Lend but thine ore to all, and thou wilt gain it. 


Would'ſt cut tby neighbour's tha! 7 gold will 


do that; 


Would'it drink, wou'd'{t game, wou'd'ſt wench, 5 


'twill do all theſe, 


Nay and much more too then it Mall "Be me, 
As it hath done others, and make me ſoon, 


That which on earth I ſeek—No leſs than Pope. 


Theſe letters to my ſecret friends in Rome 


Shall be diſpatch' d and with Gem a as much coin, 


"O80 


Beſides 8 


Exit. f 
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Beſides good items of what more will follow, 
As ſhall make them moſt excellent miners. 
But hold! here comes the Queen. 


Enter ELEANOR. 
Ele. How fares our good Archbiſhop. 2 


Beck, A little fad, or fo ! an't pleaſe your Grace. 
F or that I have for ever loſt my triend ! 


Ele. Griev'ſt thou for thy friend! what then 


- - -ſhou'd I do? 
Loſing at once a King, a friend, a huſband? 
Tell me, thou holy maa, is it a fin 
To rave, to curſe and ſeek revenge for this! 


Bec. Lady, this thou ſhou'd' ſt bear and be 


content. 


477 wou, ſt thou to quench thy thirſt, drink of the 


ſea ? 
Or would'ſt fuel add to quench the fire? 
Twere better thou did'ſt ſo! than comfort me 
With words ſo tame! ! I will not heed thy coun- 
cil! | 
Beck, Beſeech you, hear me madam! 
Ele. Inſtruct me to raiſe hell, I'll liflen then! 
Or tell me tales of thoſe that have been wrong'd, 
And for a term of years have borne it here! 


Pointing lo her Haw: 
F eeding the mind with thoughts of ſweet revenge ! 


Do this, and I will ſwallow up thy words, 


As CP as wort his panting prey. 
'De | Beck. 
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Beck. 1 know thee wrong'd, and know bow hard - 


| it 1s 
To bear ſuch wrongs, and bid the mind be Rill ! | 
Yet be not over raſh my gentle Queen! 
For though revenge be ſweet, ſtill there is yet, 
A ſting more poignant far, — Silent contempt ! 


Ele. But that I cannot put on! for my heart 


Wou'd burſt, were I to ſuffer ſuch neglect, 810 5 


And not proclaim it to mens ears, with voice 
Of thunder's ſelf, that all at once cries out, 
Revenge and juſtice! _ 

Whatſoe'er thou wou'd'ſt, I 11 5 it for 3 ; 
So thou'lt but walk with me in this affair. 
But now thou art in dignity ſo high, _ 
With me it reſts not to aid thee further! 


Beck. Hold, madara ! you can ſtill do much! 


Ele. Tis then with thee to aſk, and I mall 
grant! 5 wn . 


| Speak ! ! ſay what is't! 


Bech. Say wou d your highneſs condeſcend to 


write- 


Ele. J will do any thing. 


Beck. Thus then it is; —1 wou d make friends 


at Rome, 
And if your Grace, by letters from your wand 


Wou'd deign ſpeak well of * it might do | | 


| much, 
In clearing of the way for my e e 1 


Ele. I underſtand thee well !—It ſhall be fone. 


Beck. Then 1 am thine, and bound i in honour 


to you: 


Ele. Richard and John my yy are : both with 


„ IC? 


The 
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- The Iriſh to our aid will be prepar'd ; 


France too, I warrant me, ſhall not be {till ; 

Upon the weakneſs of our ſex the King relies. 

But I ſhall teach him what a woman 1s, 

| When flighted in her love! Becket, farewel! 

| We ſhall meet — ere 8 — 
| [Goes out. 


Beck. What have I faid ? ſtay madam! nay, 

ſhe's gone 

Am I not leagu'd to ſtir rebellion ? 

_ Monſtrous! to what hath my ambition led me? 
Why Theobald, grins thy ſpirit at me thus? 840 
Look not ſo ghaſtly, O] thou good old man ! 
Pirate not thy dying leſſon in mine ears, 


LCLeſt ſwift as thunderbolt it ſtrike me dead! 
Whither 1s Theobald flown ? e'en up to Heaven! 


Could he but look down, ere that life's heat hath 
Left his body cold, and ſee his councils 


. foot, contemned, deſpiſed. 


That thought it is, doth ſet my brain quite mad! 


Enter SALISBURY, 
Becker farts. 


| What art thou? Heav'ns how I do tremble ! 
Tis but good John, my worthy * 


Salis. How fares it Sir? 
Beck. Why well, very well! - 


Salis. Nay ſay not fo, my lord, your looks are 
| pale, 
At your eyes portal fands a wav'ring tear, 


'D3g Wou'd 
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Wou'd fain Euvſt forth ! 
But your great ſoul wills it Bw.) * peak Sir! 


beck. Thou art truth, thou art honeſty Malt 
| Get thee away, thou my not reſt with me. | 


Salis. If, as you ſay, I am true and honeſt, 860 
Then why bereave me of both theſe virtues? 


Beck. Speak thy” meanings. I underſtand thee 


not! 
Salis. As owing you my fortune and my means, 
I in return owe truth and honeſty |! 
Were I to leave you, then ſhou' 4 I loſe both. 


Bech. Thou quite unman'ſt me How 1 do 


play the fool! 


[Becket Weep. Ip 
Tell me where! s that Breakſpeare of whom thou 5 


ſpok'ſt? 
Salis. He waits your pleaſure! 
Beck. Call him hither, 


Euter BREAESPEARE. 


From John de Salifbary have heard of thee! 
Much haſt thou wrote, and art a learned clerk ! 


_ Wou'd'ſt enter into my ſervice? 


Break. My lord, moſt willingly ! and ſhall. be 
- - proud; a | 
In obeying one ſo goodly as tek. 


Beck. Wou' d'ſt thou bear letters from me hence 


to Rome? 


Break. That were a taſk I doubly ſhou'd deſire, = 


Firſt, as in doing it, I ſerve your grace; 


| And ſecondly, that I wou'd n thither! : 


Beck, . 


Tl 
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| Beck. Go then, Prepare thyſelf, and on the 
morfow _ 


The packets ſhall be ready, fare thee well! 
Break, My lord, I humbly take my leave. 


Woodſtock, 
| 4 Room in the Palace. 
Mowanar and Cumin meeting. 


= Cliff. Gaod = morrow, to thee, | 
What think'ſt thou Mowbray, mounts not 
Becket well? 5 


e Aye, marry! 


As from blind fortune he wou'd pluck the crown, 


| And leave her nothing further to beſtow, 
Cliff. Indeed ; he has all he can aſpire to ! 


Mow. Nay, believe it not. 

Clip. Is't poſſible, he will deſire more? 
Moro. Aye! and like the greedy dog i'th' fable, 
| May loſe the ſubſtance, catching at the ſhade. 


Thought cannot reach at what he wou'd aſpire. 
Clic. Nothing leſs than e'en the crown itſelf! 
For being Chancellor and Archbiſhop, 
He occupies at once two dignities ; 
Bear hard upon the very rank of king! 


Mow. Wou'd'ſt thou believe t, he'd fain be 


Porn OF ROE | 


880 
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_ Ch . 1 ſcarce can think it, where did'ſt bear 


this? 


Moto. T hat have 1 learned, and Nil much 


more 


When Chancellor, the king did lend him mo- 


nies, 


Of which be yet hath render d no account, 690 | 


And now to gain him voices for the popedom, 
He hath been laviſh of the public eke 


And this to Henry ſhall I ſoon unfold. 
Cliff. Do't then, with ſpeed, I pray hes, for | 


ere long, 
The king intends to hold a parliament, 


In the which he will propoſe ſundry laws, 


Appertaining much unto the cler „ 
Becket to theſe, I know will ne'er agree; 


"Tis then the King may tax him with dels frauds, ' 

He can, nor anſwer, nor reſiſt the charge, goo 

Which will i in Harry much diſpleaſure raiſe, 
And in the end, may prove his overthrow. _ 


Mow. It 1s well thought 1 thy counſel 1 thall 7 


follow. _ 
Where is the king? 


Chff. With Roſamond, my ante at the 
bower! 
Hither he will return, ere night advance. 


Mow. Wil't to wy chamber? let us there con- 


fer. 
That we the better may ſecure our purpoſe. 


Cliff. Aye, Prithes let's uy” 1 
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_ The Bower. 


HExRY and RosaMonD ting. 


ö 

Hen. As the fond mother bending o'er her { 
child, 910 | | 

| Longing doth fit, and wiſh to kiſs its lips, | 
Yet dares not wake it from all gentle ſleep : —— 
Or, as the drowſy ſoldier on the watch, | 

| Hearing ſome diſtant buz, doth liſt'ning ſtand, - 


* 


— iis SD 2.0 


E 2 e TT 
— — TOD 1 — * 
— 


Faſt rivetting his eyes upon the het, 

From whence ſuch noiſe proceeds, I, even ſo 
Can fit and look on thee, my faireſt Roſe, 
Striving in vain to number o'er thy charms; 

And when my taſk I think well nigh compleat, 
One ſmile doth add ſo many beauties more 920 
That I my labour muſt begin anew. 

Roſa. And for thy pains, ſweet love! I kiſs thy 
| „„ 

Hang round thy neck, tell thee Ro Tar lov'd, 

And yet ne'er loy'd ſo true as I do thee. 

Sweet nature! was to thee moſt bountiful, 

Not framing thee alone a perfect man, 

But ſtealing the quinteſſence of each virtue, 
That the might make thee keeper of them all ! 1 
Yes! to men's eyes thou art a lovely caſket, 1 
But cou'd they view the ſtore that is within, 93⁰ . 1) 

Thine outward form wou'd then appear a blot; | 
For courage, wiſdom, charity are thine! _ 110 

And when thou did'ſt firſt ſee thy Roſamond, . 1 

Love pluck d his bann heart from out his 

8 breaſt, 


c 
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_ Cleft it in twain, then gave to each of us, 
An equal ſhare! Was it not ſo, my Harry? 


Hen. Yes, ſweet love! but Venus too was 


buſy, 
And whilſt he did bedeck thice with her charms, 


Was pleas'd fo with the work, that ſhe ne er 
thought 940 


How ſhe herſelf had ſtripp'd, giving thee all! 
As] kiſs thee, methinks Wet love himifelf 
Sits on thy front, and waves thy ſilv'ry hair! 
As Jealous he wou'd keep me from the theft, 
Yet he ne'er thinks how ev'ry gentle touch, 


From theſe his ſilken whips, make it more Reet 1 


For gliding o'er my lips, they do diſtil 
Thick golden odours to the taſte, as ſweet, 
As ſleepy dove's eye to the love Gck heart. 


' Roſa, Then with mine : hair PH weave thee ſuch 
an heart 950 


Which thou ſhalt carry in thy boſom ſweet. 
As a true token of thy Roſamond's. | 


[Piftant ſound of an horn. 


Hen. But ſolt! b the diſtant horn doth chide 
For this my too long abſence! I muſt away, 


And Sn _— ſuſpicion: tarewel, lover :-- 
[Ares ber. 


Roſa. wy, Harry, [ muſt with thee, through 
the bower, 


And when we Pits theſe eyes ſhall follow love, 


960 
And mock themſelves with airy ſight of thee; _ 
Returning, I will ſtop and ſay, "twas Rare" -- 


hung ; 
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I hung upon his robe! 'twas here I kiſs'd him 1 
Then anxious wait "wy ow: 's, my lord's returns 


1 

| Woodfack Palace. = ; Wi | 

| | | ; e 

Enter HENRY and MOWSRAY, I 

Soy . | | . I}: 

Hen. Naw we 're alone, what wow thou with 5 | 

| us? $7. 
Moto. Tis touching Becket, Sir, that 1 wou'd #1 
„ 
Hen. Well! Mowbray, what of him ? ft 
Moro. I wou'd *twere leſs, than that I ſhall 47.81 
make known; _ 5 HT 
Moſt vilely he doth wrong your Grace. 1101 

Hen. Have a care! I do believe thee honeſt, pl 
And think howlh a a tongue ne'er ſtoop'd to lee i | 
hood ! bl 
Il wou'd forgive that man, who ſpoke me truth, 14 
Though he ſtood charg'd with fouleſt murder; [i 

But I wou'd {purn that foul wou'd tell a lie, 1 
Tho? dearer to me e'en than life itſelf; 14 
For 'tis of ſins the meaneſt, the moſt vile ! ö 
Beware of malice; thus far I warn thee ! Fi 
And now proceed. 8 
Aloe Weigh well my words, I do beſeech your | il 
Grace ! | 80 RE {il 
For ſhou'd I ſpeak more than truth, the” it b | 1 
11 
In the uttering of one ſyllable, 1 
Spurn me to foot! call me baſe liar! "Wi. 
This will J bear from you, my royal fir! | ut 
8 * 1 ij 
[1 
Aly 
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Hen. To thy purpoſe then. 


Mow. When Ge you ; ent Becket mo- 


nies! 


Hen. I did. 


Mow. And think thoſe monies ; well applied J 
Hen. I do believe ſo! 


Mow, Fore God! then I do pledge myſelf : 
they are not. 990 
And as I ſpeak the truth, ſo may I anſwer! _ 


Hen. Ha'ſt ought elſe to add unto the charge ? : 
Moro. J have much more, and much worſe too, 


my lord. 


He hath drawn largely, from your treaſury ! 


Hen. And to what end do this? 
Mow, Tho' great my. liege! be o be 


greater 


Hen, What ; aims he at our power then?” 
Mow. Not ſo; but fain wou'd he Ahe 8 holy 


king |! 


Hen. How! fay you, Pope of Rome! ! 1000 


| Mow. I have ſaid it, Sir! 


Hen. And thou ſhalt anſwer it. 


Moro. Moſt willingly my liege. 


Emer Lord bE C LIFFORD. 


Hes. My good Lord Clifford, knows be ought 
of this? | 


Meow. He doth my line! 


Hey, 
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Nen Well! be filent both J charge ye. 

Both. We ſwear it Sir! 

Hen. Mowbray ! thou muſt hence to London! 

We would at Clarendon meet all our lords, 

And look I charge ye, Becket fail us not! 

[ Takes a paper from his pocket. 

This order bearing our royal ſignet, 

Shall command their attendance ! 
ſpeed, 

And remember that, thou haſt to anſwer. 

Moro. Fear me not; Sir, good health unto your 


make good 


grace! [ Goes ot. 
Hen. The like to thee, e My Lord 
Clifford, 5 


See all be ready for our journey hence; 
And look you wake us, by five i'the morning. 


Cliff. I ſhall my liege! 


len. See that our favourite mettled ſteed, 
= Be ſaddled early. Farewel ! 


1020 
L F. Sweet reſt unto your grace! | 


London. 
A Chamber. 
Enter EL.EANOR and Ricnanp. 5 


Ei How wears the time, hath it yet gone 
twelve? 


Rich. Sweet mother, no! but it beats hard 


upon. 


I war- 


1010 


> of «<4, 
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J warrant me, they will not fail their times: 
O, here comes John, my brother! 


Ele. Bring'ſt thou any tidings ? 


- John. Lord Leiceſter, and Lord Hough vill 


ſoon be here! | 
Ele. Aye! and Becket our r Archbiſhop too. 


Rich. What! is he then with us, who is't did 
tis? „ 


Twas I! and were it not nobly done? 


— Aye! truly, but how did'ſt compaſs it? 
Ele. Aſk me not here, 1 tell thee. more 4. 


leiſure. 
Euter LEICESTER and CHESTER. 


| Well! good Leiceſter, how many are we : ſtrong ? 


© Leic. For mine own part, I muſter full two 


fthouſand, 

And Lord Hugh Cheſter bere, as many more. 
John. My brother Richard, and Oe” com- 
1 mand, 

At leaſt five thouſand able fighting men. 
an ſhall ſend us full three thouſand more 


| 2 nter a Serv ant. 
Serv, A meſſenger without : POO 
Wou'd ſpeak unto your grace. * 


Ele. Then ſhew him to our 1 E 
— Servant. 


Enter 
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Ent ner M 1 | 


| Whence come you Sir! 8 


Meſſ.. From William King of Scotland, — 
Who with theſe letters greets your higbneſs. 


le: Go, get refreſnment, and reſt awhile! 
N Henger goes out. 


> Opens 1 packet. } Well, Lords ! here is news 
| indeed! | 
By this J learn, Scotland j 15 with us too, 

'T'was I who ſtirr'd William our brother to this! 


| Ches. I wou'd you had done the like by Mow- 
bray; 3 EY 1050 
: F or he' s in battle, a maſt valiant knight. 


Lic. That were impoſſible! fince with Henry, 
He ſtill remains the firm and ſteady friend. 


Ele. So let him! we count thrice Harry's 5 
- number, 

Beſides, our troops are all prepar 'd for war, 
Whilſt yet the King knows nothing of our aim. 
How I do burn to ſhew him that I've done. 

To make his ſtubborn, never bending knee 

| Kiſs the bare ground, and for my pardon ſue ; 
That were revenge indeed, revenge moſt ſweet! 


Euter 
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Enter BECKET. 


Why art thou thus tardy, my Lord Archbiſhop? ? 


1060 


Beck. Moſt gracious Queen! ! I humbly do be- 
ſeech, 
That as I've well revolv'd this bufineſs, 
Vou'll no further urge me, to act therein. 


Ele. Why how now Becket? 
Beck. Good Queen! my conſcience wills it ſo. 


Ele. Hold! 1 wou'd a word in private with 
yOu.” ©; [ Takes him aſide. 

When I to Rome did LETTERS write, I then 

Did on thy piety and goodly deeds enlarge, 

And gave thee virtues ſcarce to man belong” d. 

Moſt patiently thy conſcience bore all this ; 

| Now 1 in ſooth thou haſt receiv'd thine earneſt, 

19% 

And like a cunning cletk would” ſt ne of * 
lcience, 

But I will all confeſs unto the King | 5 

That he may know thee for an hypocrite, 

This will I do, if thou remain not firm. 


Beck. Think but a while how much the King 


| hath ſerv'd me 
How many favours he hath heap'd upon me; 
Beſeech you, lady, let me hence away! 


Ele. Thou knoweſt my ſentence! do as than 


wilt. 
Beck. Madam, I am yours ! and muſt bow 
cConſent. | 
Ele. Why ſo *tis beſt. 85 1080 


Euer 
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— 


Enter 4 wen. 


Serv. Roger Mowbray wou'd ſpeak unto Jour 


Grace. 
Beck. Bring him unto us. 


Enter Mowaagy: | 


| Mow. At Clanindoa, the King wou'd ſee yu 5 


Lords 
As he doth purpoſe there a Parliament : 
He begs your Grace moreover will not tail, 


Beck. We ſhall meet him there.— 
Mow, Here is the order bearing his fi Ignet, 


| [Takes out the paper which the King gave him. 


Which he bade me ſafe deliver to your hands. 
Mine errand thus fulfill'd, I take my leave. 
L.eic. Yet hold! good Mowbray, 1090 
E Thou art moſt true and faithful to the King. 


Moro. And hope, my lord, 1 ne'er ſhall prove 
other, 


Leic. He doth but il 1 thy pains. 


Moro. I think not fo, for I have one reward 
Oilertops all that majeſty can beſtow ; 

Iis greater far than title, riches, power; 

The mind's content—in honouring my King, 
And loving my country, I gain all this, 
What wou'd you orgy Malice or treaſon | 


"We: | Alike 
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Alike I defy— 


And ſet but once to riſe again for ever. 
Leic. Mowbray, farewel ! 
Mow. Health to you all. 


75 out. 


Ele. We'll change his note. . warrant ! T 


Beck. I muſt follow him, for I have letters, 


Which J wou'd that Mowbray bear unto. the 
King! 
Ex. Thou art with us. 
Beck. Moſt truly, ſo. 
: [Goes s out, 


' Rich. Now then, prepare we for the parliament! 1 
John. And then for war= 1110 


Rich. Leiceſter, aſſemble all your troops, 14 
And with Earl Hugh, march on to Clarendon, 
Ere night, myſelf and John ſhall overtake I 
Leic. & Ches, Fare ye well! 


Rich. See, brother, the like be done by our - . 


men; 
| And tell Earl Robert, we'll appoint the halt 
At our next meeting ; ſpeed thee to do this! 


John. I ſhall attend to it Rranght. 


FGves « out. 
Rich. Sweet tn thou wilt . 

Ele. The loſs of life alone, ſhall plead excuſe. 
Rich. Till next we meet farewel! 1120 
Ele. Farewel! my gentle Richard, 


SCENE. 


1100 
My unſtain'd foal ſhall wait death's direful blow, 
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4 Hell at Clarendon. 


| Kixo, Loxps, AxchETSHO or Lokk, and 
Brckxr, ith Bi Yoops aſſembled. 


Pink Sc, laying on the table. 


Hen. Though we our clergy much eſteem, my 
e 

Our People are ſtill Wan dear unto us: 

We cannot therefore paſs ſuch crying deeds, 


As late in violation of our laws, 
We find our beadſmen have been charged withal; 


Drunkenneſs, gluttony, bloody murders, 


HFave partially been judg'd and pardon'd. 
I therefore have thought meet to form an act, 


Purporting to try the fins of churchmen, 1130 


Not by theirs, but by the laws of the Jand. 
As next to us in power, we call on you, | 


Our lord of Canterbury, to ſign this! 
[ Becket goes to the table and ſeemingly reads over 


the parchment. 


Beck, My liege, 1 dare not, for *twou'd curb | 


EE. on. 
And weaken much the laws of holy ack 


Hen. If holy be thy laws, why ſuffer they 
Such bold, ſuch impudent, ſuch daring crimes 


E 2 | | T0 
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To paſs unpuniſhed, in the fight of God. 

The greateſt of my peers for murder dies; 
But you ſo wink at practiſes moſt vile, 

That they do fit you eaſy as your robes ; 


Tell me! who gave ye theſe privileges? 


Beck. God's miniſter elect, the Pope of Rome 


Hen. I ſhame to hear thee ſpeak thus * why . 


1 doſt think 
The hand of God wou'd ſanction deeds like | 
| theſe? | 
Beck. From him the Pope receives bis holy 
truſt, 


Whate'er he doth TY comes Sada above; 
Therefore I will not to this act ſubſcribe. 


Hen. Proud upſtart man! but Iwill hold a 
awhile. e 1160 


My Lord of York, and you my y biſhops here, 
Wilt pleaſe ye, ſet your ſignets to this deed? 


Pork. F or mine own part, moſt willingly! 


arc bbiſhop of V. ork and all the Bi iſhops : 


hn the deed.” 


_ Becket riſes, and calls for the Seal of Chan- 
| cellor, then going up 10 rhe table, throws | 


_ 5 it down. 


| Beck. There, Sir! take back your ſeal of Chan- 


„cell,, 
Beſtow it ellewbere! 141 wil no more on 1. 


Hen. But with it render me the furs I lent 
thee. | 


| Beck. You never lent me ought. 


Hen, Did'ſt not borrow of me four bundred ED 


_ Marks ? 


Beck. 
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Beck. Sir, you did give them to me! 


Hen. By holy thorn ! but thou ſhal't pay me 


ES. "2/1200 
Or elſe away to priſon for t. 
. thy confeſſor, thy oboſtly father ! 

| Shou'd ſon e'er ſeek to cruſh his father? 

Again I tell thee king! I'd rather die, 

Than leſſen in one point, my churches rights. 


Hen. Proud, inſolent clerk! as ſuch thou 
doſt ſpeak ; 


But I will check thy pride, ere I bs Jabs thee. 


Thou haſt dealt freely with our treaſury— 
_ Beck, 'Tis falſe ! by holy church, 'tis falſe, 1 170 


Hen. Mowbray, where art thou 7 Rand now to 
thy 3 


Mowbray riſes from his ſeat. 


| Mew. Hebe. ty liege, and to his teeth I tell 
A 

He hath made free with thirty thouſand marks! 
: Ago let Av now deny it if he dare 


Bre K Er wands ina '@ paſſion. 


Beck. Take thou the lie! and wer N. not for 
my prieſthood, 
I wou'd againſt the charge defend A 

With ſword in hand, and make thy life anſwer it. 
| Mow. To thy foul again proud prieft I give 
F 

And ſay thou haſt done that and eien much more! 
Bring thine accounts, nay | prithee, ſtart not thus. 
23 : Beck. 
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Beck. Vile inſect! peace, I ſpurn thee. 


Mow. Wou'd thou wer't other than thou art, 
proud prieſt. 
2 ee going towards Becket 2 


| Kino riſe. 755 


Hen. Sit ! ö Mowbray; I charges thee ſit. _ 
Mew. O! ſuch uſage, my EO | 
Hen. Peace! I ſay. 


Moro. I crave your highnels pardon, for thoſe 


words 
Wert harſh enough to fiir a coward's blood; 
Yet I will obey, my lord. — 


Hen. Wilt thou thy Genet ſet hereto ? 
Beck. I dare not ! 


Hen. Pay quickly then; that which thou ow 't 


me, 


Beck. Were it a juſt debt, Sire, I lack the 


means. 


Hen. Hie thee to priſon then! and may in 


pride 
Still bear thee up, and keep thee company. 
Art thou ſo ſtubborn and ſo hard of heart, 
That we two, cannot dwell in this our land. 
Tell me proud Clerk ? muſt I lord it o'er thee, 
Or is it great Becket's will, that I ſhou'd kneel, 
And learn obedience? Inſolent vain man! 
Beck. I wou'd not Sir, you ſtoopꝰd unto my 
Winke 


But wou'd, that you were govern'd by ds coun- 


cil. 1 


* 


Sig Ss 
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As nN know thy hidden ſins. pl 


Hen. 1'll bear no longer—Without there, my 
1 


Leic. Hold ! I will pay. that he owes to you 
Sire | 


Has Then do ſo, And I ſhall mark thee for it! F | 


Beneath this ſhew of liberality, 


Sure ſomething lurks! Is man thus kind to man, 
| And without cauſe ? the world runs not ſo 


ſmooth. 
Break up the council ! ! Mowbray, alen me: 
But look to thyſelf, my good Lord Leiceſter. 


[ TBey all follow the King except Lord Lei- 
ceſter and Becket. 


Leic. My lord Archbiſhop, whither 8⁰ you, 
now? 


Beck. I ſhall with ſpeed towards Canterbury. 
Leic. And I to join the Queen and Princes. | 
Beck, Then bear to her this meſſage, I pay 
. thee}: 
| Wer't not that now the king did threaten me, 
Call'd me liar, and *fore mine enemies, 
Stain'd my honour, and uſed vile words withal, 
I ne'er my vow of ſecrecy had broke, 
But to be treated thus, I will not bear; 
As holy confeffor unto the King! 
I can the cauſe of this neglect make known, 
The Lord de Clifford's daughter, Roſamond ; 
Tis ſhe that fills the ſeat in Harry's heart; 
And robs fair Ellen of her huſband's love. 


Lale This is indeed, moſt baſe, but where 
_ dwells ſhe ? N 


| „ Beck. 
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Beck. Nigh Woodſtock palace ſtands a ſecret ; 


bower, 
The which, with ſo much art and Kill | is R's. 
That it defies the cunning of man's ſearch! 
For tho you'd ſeem to pace it o'er and o'er, 
You ſtill return unto the ſelf ſame ſpot, _ 
By which you enter'd ; known 1s the ſecret | 


Only to Mowbray and her father, Lord 9 Cut 


ford. 


Leic. 1 ſhall with ſpeed, relate this to the 


Queen; 
And much ſhe will applaud thee for this news. 


Farewel! my lord. 
Beck. My love go with thee too, Taeel 5 
Cou'd I mine eyes turn inward to my ſoul, 


They'd find it care worn, ſick, nay, oy fick ! ! 


My glory fades, my triumph's at an end. 

I wiſh'd for more, yet greater ſhall not be: 

A ſummons here bids me prepare for death „ 
O! 'tis a dreadful call, when our account 
In Heav'n's great regilter, ſtands blotted. 

A puniſhment, but for a time to bear . 
Were nothing, but to be for ever curſt 

To all eternity, *tis horrible! | 
No end, no diſtant time, that one may ſay, 
Thus much, and tis o'er, then am I happy! 
But no! we muſt to never ending fires; 


Or chance, be plac'd bencath the thrones: of thoſe 


That bleſſed are, and ſay within thyſelf, 


Thus might I have been! tis a madoing thought 5 


Tis on this earth to me a very hell !— 
I'll in, to Heaven breathe a fervent prayer! 
Seck peace and comfort, bor! tis only Were! 4 


4 ” 


FT 


| 4 Chamber 


Enter S1 nn 3 Si Hud bas 


VELE, Sin Wm. Tracy, and SIR | 
RICHARD BryTo. | 


Sir Hugh to Sir Reginald 


Did't not mark the King! ? 
Sir Reg. He ſeem'd in wrath 


Sir Rich. Rather ſay he was ſo, and with juſt 3 


cauſe. 
Sir Wm, Wou'd 1 bad been Harry when! {o 
proudly | 
He did give up the ſeal of Chancellor 
His life ſhou'd ſcarce have ſatisfied my rage. 
Sir Reg, Heard'ſt thou e the W did ſay 
but now? 


Sir Hugh. Ill tell 105 entering his chamber, 
He ſat him down, and frowning leant on's hand; 
The ſcarlet dye that fluſh'd upon his cheek, 

| Became all palid, then turn'd to red again, 
Twice Mowbray did addreſs him, but 1 in vain ; 
No longer able to reſtrain his wrath, _ 

In rage he thus burſt forth—By holy thorn 

Is it not pity that no one preſent, 
(For many here do call themſelves my ien ') 
Will here ſtand forth, and rid me of this man, 
This haughty clerk, this inſolent proud prieſt.— 
More he ſaid not, but leaning on his hand, 


Again turn 'd filent, and ſeem'd loſt in thought! q 
Sir 
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Sir Rich. Shall we then prove his friends, and 
do this deed ? 
Where is Becket now ? 


Sir Reg. Gone hence to Canterbury——" 


Sir Rich. There let him 2 we. all 
agreed? 


Sir Hugh. Aye, if be "368 not to the king 8 act! 5 
Sir Rich. Then let's away | arm ourſelves and : 


follow him. 


N All. Agreed ! 


Eee ROO and LEICESTER. 


Ele. At Woodſtock Bower, fait thou 1 
Leic. Madam, 1 did. RS oh 


Ele. For this, I thank thee Becket, | 
Patience avaunt! I will no more of thee. 
Was I before a tigreſs in revenge? 

I now am worſe than tongue to ear can tell; 
For I can act ſuch things—but no matter, 


Were this ſame Roſamond cas'd round with FIN 


My nails, the rugged ſubſtance ſhou'd tear off, 


Rend forth the heart from out her ſtrumpet breaſt, ; 


Then ſmiling tell the king, *twas I that did it! 
Leic. Madam, beware how you proceed in this, 


| Cunning and art will better ſerve your purpoſe. 


Eile. Where is the Lord de Clifford now? 
Teic. At Woodſtock, as I gueſs. 85 
Ele. How ſay you? 


Leic . 
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Teic. He did; but ere the eue was broke 


wy. 

185 At 1 he toak etl: and left us. 

Ele. Went Mowbray thither too? 

Leic. No, he reſted with the king. 

Ele. Alone! why then 'tis juſt as I wou'd have 
it; | 

| I muſt away ; do you unto my ſons, 

Tell them ere time hath worn three days'compleat, 

M _ again be with r are thee eel [ 


SC E N Jones Cathedral 


Bre k ET comes lowly forward ſeeming thoughtful. 


Man hath his day of joy and miſery ! ſe 
How ſhort the one, how laſting is the other ! 
With me the firſt is long blown o'er, and now 
The ſecond comes, to mock my tortur'd ſoul, 
With ideot laughter, ringing to mine ears 
My loſs of power, my faded glory — 
This overpeering front! that bore a fun 
Outſhone the girdled brow of majeſty, 

Now clouded, dim, and pale. O: I am fick. 
Tuſh! tuſh! the fleep of death will cure all 
e 

And yet, muſt this my wholeſome iN fleſh 
Rot, and ſerve to feed the crawling earth-worm, 
Who nothing ſavours but of duſt and clay; 

I tremble at the thought, and e'en but now 
They wind about my fleſh, and to the feel 

Are damp, and cold, as that ſame horrid ſweat, 
Which frets from out the front of dying man! 

| FR it muſt be ſo, death will have his due, | 


The 
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The worm will feaſt his fill, and man muſt rot 

Thus much for the body corruptible! 

As for the ſoul!—I wou'd; but cannot ſpeak, | 
And were I, all wou'd be conjectural, — 

My account wou'd ſtand as clear at the laft, 5 
As now, that 1 have. nothing uttered. 


Tue Joun DE SALISBURY, 


Salit. Letters from the Queen, my 10rd! 
Beck. Take them hence! 
PIl ſtir no more in this rebellion. | 


Salis, How ſay you, Sir! Rebellion ? 


Beck. T have ſpoke too much, yet what r mat- 
ters it? 


Ves! Saliſbury, Tam that godly mas, 
Who have repay'd the bounty of his Prince 
With damned treaſon—0O! curs'd ambition, 3g 
To thee! I long ago have ſold my peace, 
And now my life muſt anſwer for the fault. 
Now what think you, Sir? I am a traitor! | 
And worſe! for J have broke my oath to God, 


Told to mens ears, thoſe ſecrets which the Fins 


Did breathe to me his ghoſtly confeſſor 
O! I am a poor wretched, loſt; loſt man. 


Salis. And yet you are my gracious mater ll : 


Beck. Leave me! I prithee leave me. 


Salis. O turn not thus from thy true Saliſbury! ! 


I will not quit, but hang upon this robe, 


Till you look down upon your once lov'd friend! 
This out- ſtretch d hand, which fain wou'd bid me 


hence, 
Thus let me bis! and its unkindneſ⸗ ame. N 


Beck. Can't thou then look 8 805 me with 


"pity? 2 


i 2742882 
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Is thy good heart ſo ſoft that it doth melt 

Like ſnow-drop, thus to behold my greatneſs ? 

Which once did ſhine as bright as mid- day ſun, 

But now! is ſet for ever. O! can'ſt thou 
Weep ſo faſt, and for a poor fall'n man ! 


Salis. 1 have a memory of what is paſt ; 

Can view my preſent ſtate, and that it was, 
Can fay here is the man, hath done all this! 

_ Hath cloath'd and fed me, been to me a father! 
This ſelf ſame man doth fall, and ſhall not! 
| Remember ſuch things were, and Roop to ſave 
bim? 

O! yes, and give up 8 life, nay all. 

[ Kneels to Becket, who embraces him. 
Beck. I did not. think ſuch virtue dwelt on 
„ 

No more! Il weep upon my preteen woes; 


For they have taught me what a man may be, 
Who keeps his conſcience clear, and free from fin, 


They have inſtructed me, that here below, 
The friend you have in high proſperity, 

May in adverſity, prove ſtill the fame. 

Yes! for my Saliſbury 1s yet molt true, 

Had I been alway great, I ne'er bug known this, 
| Now let us to prayer! — 


Enter Priefts, beiring the ality and of ſer, with 
others following, clad in white, they go 
up to the altar, BECKET and 
SALISBURY follow, 


Eater a Mon K in ſeeming haſle. 


| Monk. Fly! fly! fave yourſelf my Lord Arch- | 


_ biſhop 
[Beck 't turning from the = of the altar. 
Beck. 
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Beck. What means this ? | 


Monk. Four Knights, all arm'd! are e bean for 
your Grace, 


They rail'd againſt you, «bi did mutter threats 


On queſtioning their errand, they anſwer'd, 
We come from Henry! to ſeek a traitor. — 
Beſeech you, away my lord, and fave yourſelf. 


Beck. Tis done! my time is come, and I - 


- muſt die; Sd 
I feel, I know it, and am prepar d. 


Salis. You ſhall, you muſt away, my 1510 
[ Tries to force him out. 


Beck. Off with your hands ! 1 love thee Sa- : 


liſbury— 


And wou'd not quit thee, with an angry thoughts 
For thy zeal, my thanks ! but all 1s vain, NG 


My lamp is out !—Weep not! we ſoon ſhall meet, 
Our fouls wall | Join again, in heav'n tor ever. 


Euter the or K 2 al 
Sir Reg. Where is Becket ? Where is the traitor? 
Beck. Hold] I anſwer to the name of Becket, 
But not to that of traitor : your will Sirs, _ 


And how dare ye thus my church profane! 
Your bodies cas'd in rude and warlike ſteel, 


Your caps lock'd on your brows, your beavers | 


down, 
Which ſhou'd be off, in ſuch a holy place, 
A houſe of peace, and not a field of battle! 


Sir Hugh. We ſtand not upon ceremony. 
Beck. *'Twere better Sirs you did! who are ye? 


Sir Hugh. We from inſulted majeſty are come, 5 


To know if thou unto his act wil ſign? 


Beck. a 5 
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Beck. Then briefly I reply, I will not 
'Twou'd weaken much the pow'r of holy church, 
So get ye hence! and bear this anſwer back; 
Or rather (for well I know your errand) 


Compleat your work, (he ſmiles in contempt } "twill 


do ye honour Sirs. | 
Sir Hugh. Dar'ſt thou to mock us with rude 
contempt ? | 

Twere better thou did'ſt footh i us with fair works 

Beck. Peace! I fay—-What ! I ſooth, I flatter ye, 

Know ye my ſtation, Sirs, and who I am ? 

Thomas, holy Lord of Canterbury ! 

The King and I, or Becket and Henry, 

Are but the ſelf. ſame thing. 

Sir Reg. Hear ye this? 

Salis. For heavens grace, Sir, do not thus urge 
them. 

Beck. Your ear, Sirs! I meant not to liſp my 
words, 

An 'twill pleaſe ye! I ſhall again rolencls: 
Let wherefore waſte my ſpeech upon ſuch things? 
Were ye true men, you'd ſhew your faces bare, 

Bout now ye come to act a damned deed, 

And ſhrink to let men peep upon your looks ; 
But know! there is an eye can pierce that ſteel, 

A mighty hand! will cruſh the guilty ſoul, 
A A God! to judge the murderer. | 
Sir Hugh. And to condemn thee, traitor which 

P 

Beck. Were I elſewhere than in this ſainted 

BR. | 
Tho- clad but as 1 am, in theſe thin robes, 

I wou'd againſt ye all oppoſe myſelf, 
Wou'd fingly cruſh thoſe arms ye but diſgrace, 

And to Perüitien downward hurl your fouls. 


| Sir 
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Sir Ar. I'll bear no more! that for thy words— 


| Strikes at him with his Sword, Saliſbur) 


Hold out his arm, and receives the blow, 


the Prieſts all aſtrigbted, retire, except 


| Saliſbury. Becket tries io wrench a 


feword out of one of their hands. 
Beck, Why now ! ye ſhow yourlelyes, but Tl 
grapple. 
Another Knight behind ſirikes him on the . 
Sir Hugh. Thy labour is but vain, have at thee :— 
Becket falls with one knee on the ſiep of the 


altar, Saliſbury bolds him 2 Kneeling 


by him. 


Beck. O God! and thou "ING Denis! at whoſe | 


ſhrine 


1 now receive the all- dread blow of de ath, — 


To thee, I offer "op my parting ſoul... 
{They firike- him again. 


Beck. Again a blow! 1 [S71ikes _— 


And now another !—O Saliſbury ! * 
Take me to thine arms, I die a martyr | 
O Lord! all merciful ! forgive my fins! - 

'Tis done | my God forgives, he pardons me 

And thus, thus, my ſoul flies up to heaven |! [Dies 


Salis. Amen! amen! my noble maſter. 


Sir Hugh. Now we have done the deed, let "Tn 


unto his houſe, 
Seal up his goods, then onward to the King . 
Come then] about it ſtraight. rid [Exeunt. 


The Monks enter in Proceſſion, and jþ fu ug 4 Requiem 10 
e "_—_ Muſt ad Os 
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SCENE changes to to a Chanter in the Palace, London. 


1 and MowsRAv. 


- How, How ſay you, Mowbray ? 

Mow. Your people of the North are all in 
„ . , 

5 And headed are, by Ellen and your ſons. 

Hen. How many are they ſtrong? 
Mow Full nine thouſand! and ſecretly I learn 
William the Scottiſh King is with them join'd, 
Who to their number adds fix thouſand more: — 
They tear not, but loudly do defy you! 

Hen. My wife! my ſons! all W at once 
againſt me! 
Was ever curſe, upon a parent's head, 
Pour'd down with ſo much vengeance as on 
mine? 
Why toils the father for his infant child ? 
Since he but warms a ſnake to ſting his peace; 
At once, *twere better population ceas'd, 
Than ſtock the world with beings ſuch as theſe. 
I cou'd now o'erturn this wide expanſe, 


Change the general face of all creation, 


Making the world a ſecond chaos! 
| Wiſhing I were unborn hat muſt be done? 


| Mow. 'Twere better we make head againſt 
| them. 


Hen. What numbers have we ? 

Mow. Near ſeven thouſand ! ; 
Hen. The odds are great againſt us then. 
Mow. Even ſo, Sir. 
Hen. Where is that proud, that haughty 
| Becket 2. 

Mow, He left the . for Canterbury. 


Enter 


es HENRY THE SECOND. | 
| Enter a Servant. 


Serv. One in ſeeming haſte wou'd ſpeak unto 
peur 
. Shew him before us! 


Enter « one of Becker 8 Gentlomen. ; 3 1 


Hen. Whence come you Sir? 
Gent. From Canterbury. 
Hen. From Becket ! I ſuppoſe, 
Well, Sir ! What news from him ? 
Gent. Alas! come, and moſt unwillingly, 
To ſay, my lord and maſter's murder'd. 
Hen. How! murder” d—Who hath done this 
vile deed? 2 
Gent. Four 1 my lord, belonging to the = 
Court. 
Tbey did moreover ſay, twas by your Will. 
Hen. How] but they ſhall juſtly anſwer for it. 
Mow. Right well 1 know thoſe that las 
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| done this act; | . 
At Clarendon, you left the parliament, | | 
And in much choler, ſome words did ſcape you, No 
That ſcarce were utter'd, hut you did repent; ST 
Let from thoſe items, bath this deed been done. : But 
Hen. O! this, this is the very curſe of kings! 5 
If we but nod, that nod muſt be obey'd ; 1 Ho 
And though we only have the thought of lin, > 08 
Yet are there many that ſurround the throne, oo a 
4 : Who to gain love and favour of their Prince, , 
| Will nouriſh and ripen ſuch ſinful thoughts,  |F Ha 
þ Till in the foul, they take a laſting root, — 
| ANC in the end ſcal us for deſtruRtion, „„ 
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Mow. *Twere fit, my Prince, you think on 


your ſafety, 
Hen. Where lies the enemy ? 


Moro. They come to meet us in Northumber- 


land. 
Hen. On then! ied march we our men thither 


too! 


| They aid, with mighty numbers a bad cauſe. 
: Ours i is ſtronger, tis upheld by TON 


[Exent. 


SCE N E. 
'D 72 tant 2 ier E Alnwick, in N orthumberland. 


2 PRINCE 3 "Jodi and HENRV, 


WILLIAM KING or Scors, Huch EARL 
or CEST ER, RoBERT EARL OF 
LEIeEST ER, and Army. 
Drums beating. 


Rich. Halt! Thus far have we  march'd, 
crown'd with ſucceſs, 


No ſiege, no battle yet, hath worn our troops, 
No garriſon hath dar'd to ſtop our courſe, 

But all obediently have ope'd their gates, 
And friendly been unto us. Tell me now! 
How call you this place? 


Leic. They name it Alnwick; 


Rich. Encamp we here, this 3 doth like 


us well; 


Have yet our ſoouts brought tidings of the King? ? 


_ Ches. Yea, good FROG he marches ſlowly hi- 
ther . 
| : "Fm Kicb. 
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68 HENRY THE SECOND. 


Rich. What power brings he ? 
Ches. Scarce ſeven thouſand men. 
Rich. So few! why ſure he ſleeps, but we oY 


rouſe him. 


Tell me noble William! do'ſt not . ſo? 


Mm. From our Scot's horn well an alarum | 
ſound, 


Shall ſtir his fluggard ſoul, I warrant me. 


Thrice hath thy father batter'd down my arms, 
Degraded and diſhonour'd me, but now! _ 
The time 1s come, that I ſhall mock in turn. 


. 8 _ [Prums 3 : 


Enter . ELEANOR. | 


Ele. My ſons, my noblemen! how favs ye all 


This is a joyful and a ſeemly fight. _ 
Rich. Here is the n William, King of 


Scots, 


| Who, with his power did join us yeſternight. 8 


Ele. Welcome our brother, welcome unto us. 


EKich. Heard'ſt thou, by the way, of noble 


Becket? 


Ele. Too much I fear, 1 18 hs news! [ 0 


Oh! my gentle Richard, alas! he' s ſlain. | 
Rich. Where, and by hom } PENS 


Ele. Four knights, diſpatch'd by Harry, as I . 


hear, 


M urder'd him, i'th' Church at Canterbury. | 
Rich. Deed moſt foul! 6 ſhall it to us prove | 


fair, 
_ Juſt Heav'n will crown our arms TY victory, 
Making us inſtruments of their vengeance. 
But where's thy rival ? where is Roſamond b 
Ele. No matter! — | 
She ne'er i: will croſs me in a my love. 


* 


Rich, | 
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| Rich. Have you impriſon'd her, is ſhe then 


„ e 
Ele. Aye! if death can make her 8 


Rich. O mother, mother! this is too much 


Ele. I came not hither to ſeek thy counſel. 
Rich. Twere better madam, had you ſo done. 
Ele. No more, Sir! ! ſhe's poiſon'd, and I'm 

| Content. 

Go ! prate thy counſel to the howling winds; 
They, not I, may chance liſten to thy moan ; 
Or rather, go weep with Lord de Clifford 
Thoul't find him 1'the camp, chain'd and my pri- 
ſoner. 


5 [4 trumpet ſounds. 


Enter Mownrav, with a Herald, 


| Your errand, Sir ? 

Mow. I come, with gracious offers from the 
| King; 

If i it ſo pleaſe you, grant a hearing. 

Ele. Proceed, Sir! 


Mow. He wild: that thrice his herald ſhou 4 


ſound forth, | 
Ere I made known to you my embaſſy. 
Herald ſounds tbree times. 
N Henry the Second, juſt King of England, 
Doth here arraign Richard, John, and n 
The lawful ſons and heirs of his body, 
With Eleanor, their mother; alſo 
Earl Robert, and Hugh Earl of Cheſter, 
With others here not nam 'd, guilty of high 
8 treaſon! 


1 But ſhou'd they now confeſs their rebellion, 


| Diſmiſs their foliowers, and ſue for mercy, 
Too all, fave only William of Scotland, 
5 Nen graciouſly his 5 he doth grant. 
F3 If 
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If ſtubborn, ye chance refuſe this offer, 

No tie of blood will ſoften his vengeance ; 

The yearnings of a parent will be huſh'd,— 
Nor ſhew the mercy of a conqueror. 5 
Ele. Go! bear this anſwer back unto the king; . 


We ſpurn his offer, and defy his rage. 
From us, a ſpeech like this, had Gunded well. 


We from thy maſter, did expect fair words, 


Not threats like theſe, —Begone! you know our 
„ | 
Mow. Wou'd ye, he! bear this anſwer back? 

Ele. Aye! and take good heed you ſoften. not 
the phraſe. 
"FR { Scoffingly. ) Good Mowbray, gentle | 
Ne fare thee well! | 

Moro, My lord ! a word with you. : 

| [Lercefer goes to him. 

When 1 jeer, Sir, 'tis not with my tongue; 3 


1 his 1 is the inſtrument which I do uſe. 


5 [ Putting his hand on his ſword. 
And this the arm, that works it, do'ſt hear me? 
[ Holds up his ri 1 hand.” 


1 85 1 ſhall in bt gainſt thee oppoſe myſelf, 


Tis there I'll anſwer this your mockery, 
And deal ſo roughly with your lordſhip's creſt, 
That were my lady's monkey in the field, 
He'd maul and make a plaything of your bear, 
And wrench from out his paw, the ragged aff. 
Such a creſt ſuits well an apiſh bearer ; 
Flout not good my lord ! I ne'er do flatter, 

Le. So, Sir, it ſhou'd ſeem _ 
Attempts to draw bis ſword. 
Mw. Hold! my Lord, lama blunt 3 : 
man, 
And in that title, boaſt an unſtain'd "EY 
A hand, that ne'er hath grip'd a rebel —_. 


But 
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But always borne the ſteel gainſt ſuch as thee, 
Enemies of our true anointed King. 

Though I wou'd fain chaſtiſe that perjur'd heart, 
And teach thee what it is to wear a 1oul, 
That only lives to guard its country's rights; 


e your leave! a lady claims reſpect. 


[ Bows to the Queen. 
| Farewel | er i'th' field we'll meet, 
| Then remember, or one, or both muſt fall. 
[ [Goes out. 
Leic. 1 do accept the challenge. 
Ele. ome, firs! J pray you now let's in and 
ma... 
| By times to-morrow, we'll attack the King; 
Therefore good night, and peace be with you all, 
Mb Sweet Queen, farewel! _ 
[ Drums beat. 


Kins Hexny' s Camp. 
Enter Henry and MowBRAv. 


Hen, They wou d not liften to my terms! 
Mow. They did refuſe, and ſpurn'd your offer, 
Hen. Saw'ſt thou the Scottiſh King ? 

Mow. Aye! my lord. 

Hen. Well! fee my arms be laid with my 

tent, 


And then t tes! to reſt. 
' [Mowbray kneels, 


Mow. Yet ere 'P go, thus on my bended knee 
I wou'd intreat a favour of your Grace. | 
Hen. Then aſk ! I am not want to deny thee. 
Mow. So pleaſe it then, that you permit me 
Site, 
T0 8 my troops gainſt thoſe of Lord Leicelier: | 
F 4 Hen, 
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Hen. Thy boon is granted! ſo good night. 
[ Mowbray riſes. 


Mor. Thank your grace ! now fly thou rep” ; 


ing night, 
And let bright day light me to err, 
May. 8 ſleep attend Four n conch. 


Goes ont; 
Hen. Why 50 thee well: 3 to thy will: amen! 


Yet amen! will not cloſe theſe care-worn eyes, 


Nor lull this troubled ſoul, for one ſhort hour, 
Within thy arms, Oh! ſleep, thou nurſe of care 


What avails my ſceptre, ball, nay crown itſelf? 
All-will not purchaſe ſoft and {weet repoſe ! 


The wretch who toils throughout the fun” s bright | 


courſe, 


Tho' he be Aretch'd upon the flinty rock, 


And lies not further from its lofty brink, | 
Than half his body's length, een ſuch a man, 
Thou'lt hug, altho' the roaring ſea itſelf _ 
Conjoin, to make the ſpot more horrible! 

The peaſant labours for his daily food, 

And hourly ſweats from bodily fatigue : 


But O! how different ſtands the caſe with me! 


I for a nation toil, and if I fin, 
Millions of ſouls rain curſes on my head. 


J lee it now! the man whom fortune woos, 


Will ne'er be wou'd by thee! Wherefore is it? 
That now the curſe of Heav'n roars againſt me, 
Louder and hotter, than 'tis wont to do! 


I neer kill'd my father, deny'd my God! q 
Yet doth my own fleſh ſeek to deſtroy me. 


Is it, O Lord! that I am worſe in fin? 
Or that the deeds of my forefathers gone, 


Are reckon'd up, and I am fingled out 


To anſwer all? Yet be it as it may, 
Do not ſuffer O merciful Father! 
That J. to-morrow, in the broil of war, 5 


 Shou'd | 


n 
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Shou'd firike my fleſh, and pill my children 3 
0 blood. 
My life be forfeit, and not theirs O Lord! 


I'll in, and wear away this diſmal night 


In pray ; and 28 tears of Penitence. 


4 Field. 
Soldiers ff bung. Drums FRO ng Ge. 
Enter Mowsrav. 


Mow. Already is the field one ſea of blood! 
Which thrice I have o'er trod, yet find him not. 
Shou'd this day's fight be ended ere we meet, 
I ſhall grow ſick, in very grief of heart. 


Enter LEICESTER i haſte. 


Leic. Come forth! and face me, where art thou 
Mowbray? 
Mow. Here! here and for this ſight, I thank 
, ent 
Nou breaſt to breaſt, and ſteel to ſteel oppos'd, 
Thus fight we, till of one the life be clos'd ! 
155 =” ve ) fight, Mowbray baats off Leicefer. 


Enter WILLIAM KING oF Scors. 
F, louriſh of Drums, Ge. 


| wn. Whither ſhall I fly? triumphant Harry! 
8 Like that ſame lion blazon'd on his ſhield, N 
Roars death to us and to our hoſt! curs'd hour! 
FINE I ſhou'd live * to x grad his vict'ry! _ 
ner 
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Enter Ki x 0 Has RY, with bis Helmet on. 


Hen. Ni me, now! but 1 do know thee. 


well! 


And long have ſought thee! Thou rt the Scot- 


tiſh King! 
Then turn thy ſword where it ſhall honour . reap, 
If it prove victor! Iam King Henry! | 


Thou'rt my equal—A king againſt a king, Op 
O glorious thought! thus! thus! have at thee 


then! 
wh | [ TBey febt, King of Seals flies. 


Enter PRINCE N with bis: Beaver down. 


Thou flieſt ! and haply for thee, wn; is one, 


Who like thy guardian angel, lights on earth, 
To ſtay that death, which elle wou'd have been 
thine. 


hot! 


That I cou'd almoſt dani thee for my blood. 


Rich. Why pauſe ye Sir? come on again! 


Hen. Vet bold! . wou'd wy beaver were un- 
lock'd, 
That 1 might view thy face. A deadly 3 


Pours down my feveriſh limbs, when thus I Ritt N 


My ſteel againſt thy breaſt—I will no more. 
Rich. Then thou art my priſoner. 


Hen. Nay, firſt 1 will uncaſe, and ſhew myſelf, : 
Tt; 


[ Harry and Richard fight, then Fey . 
Hen. Stand aloof ! thou art in fight, ſo png 
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If then thou know'ſt me not, we'll to't again, 
And ſhou' d 1 Sp thee, thou wil't nobly die! 


Turning up his beaver. 
Fe or Henry of England is thy rival! 


Richard drops his ſword, bneels, and takes 
his father round the knees. 


Rich. Gracious gods my father 
Hen. O lay, ar't not Richard, my eldeſt born ? 
wo, | [Richard raiſes his beaver. 
5 Rich. 1 was, 5 was, but am no lenger ſo! 
For I have rebell'd againſt my parent; 
I am unnatural, have broke thoſe bonds, 
Which in a child, ſhou'd ſtrengthen with his years; 
O never, never more! 
Can I make peace with God, or thee my fire. 


Hen. Riſe, my ſon; from me thou haſt for- 
giveneſs. 


[Embraces bim. 
But remember, thy God muſt pardon too. 


[Shouting without, victory viftory ! King 
Henry hath gain'd the day. 


Hen. This ſhout doth bail me maſter of the 
„ 


Follow! my child, Iwill unto my tent, 
And offer thanks to God; come, cheer thee up. 


[ Exeum. 


King 
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Henry ſeated on a chair of ſtate, Quany: ELLzEx, 4 
| PRINCES Jokx, HENRY and RICHARD, | 
Hven OF CHESTER, ROBERT oF 
LEICESTER, and WILLIAM 
KING OF SCOTLAND, ## „„ 
chains, Priſoners with | 
Guards, Oc. 


Drums and Trumpets fond. 


Hen. Let yon rude clamor ceaſe! now tell me, 
Sirs, a 


And you, our once n queen, that gave them 


birth: 


Why have ye dar'd to tuin my peaceful land, 


And drench my fertile plains in Engliſh blood! > 
Have ye forgot your duty to your God, 
And can ye thus upon a parent dare to look, 
Who gave you being! © 
Oh ſhame, ſhame! thus to league with foul re- 
ellen. 1 
Jobn. (The other Princes kneel. ') F orgive o, 


pardon us, gentle father, 


The crime lies with our mother, not with us. 


Ele. Spare thy tongue the labour of recital, 


i 1 do confeſs it, and * in the FE... 


Eu Mowznar and ls DE Cuurrony. 


Hen, Good Heav'ns ! Lord Clifford, how cam " 7 
12 thou here? _ 
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Eule. His tears may ſtop the current of his 
5 ſpeech; _ 
Thus! then it is. Twas 1 brought bim hither, 
*Twas I poiſon'd his daughter, thy miſtreſs! 
And 'twas revenge! that urg'd me to this deed. 
Hen. Poiſon” ö What, my Roſamond dead ! ! 
Mow. My liege, tis moſt true. 
| The noble Clifford here, hath told me all. 
Hen. For this deed, may'ſt thou ſtand for aye 
aher. 
My Roſe gone for ever! The ſweeteſt flowr 


That e'er did kiſs the boſom of the wind, 


Or ſpread its fragrance to the May-morn un, 
Abandon'd woman [ To the Ruees. 
Bear her from my ſight, lead her to priſon, 
There let her paſs the remnant of her days, 


MM penitence and pray r.— Bear her hence, I ſay,— 


We hold him pris'ner, unt 


: [Guards lead ber out. 
And lead Earl Robert and Hugh Cheſter, ſtraight 
To execution — See, Mowbray, it be done. 
[ Mowbray leads out Cheſier and Leiceſter. 

And as the crime moſt foul was not your own, 

To you my ſons, Richard, John, and Harry, 
I here my pardon and forgiveneſs orant ; 

But for that ambitious Ring of Scots, 

he pay us 

Ten thouſand marks, for ranſom of his perſon. 
See therefore, that he be ſtrictly guarded. 

Now we'll to Woodſtock, take one laſt farewel, 
Ere that my Roſamond be laid in earth; | 
Then croſs the ſeas for France, where, as I hear, 
They fain again wou'd ſeize on Normandy, 

n And curb our lion's glory. 


FIN I 8. 
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155 ny out Plapregrning to, your. homes, 25 
Ye chance to read this fto ry as tis writ; 5 
And find our Harry croſs che ſeas for Neue 5 
Our Becket unto Rome for ſuccour f, 
Thence unto Louis court to meet his kinn; 
Where friends ye find, this OB, pri © once 
a el 
Invited home unto his N 5 
When this ye read, do not your author bids; 
He cov'd not bear ye on fil t lightning“ 8 wing, 
O'er billowing ſeas, deſerts and gay'towns; 
Or ſhew within the compaſs of one hour, 


The buſineſs of a twenty fummer's courſe; + 


Yet ſhou'd ye frown, look back upon his Play, 
And let our Harry's courage and ſweet love, 
Forgiveneſs beg for his o'erleaping time. 
Our haughty and ambitious Becket too, 
Shall plead the lack of place: Yet after all, 


Shou'd any preſent ſtill remain unkind, 


And carry with him to his nightly couch,” 


= 1 he frow 1 of diſcontent ; O, ſhou'd this be; ; 


Then think bow much the writer here bath ta. 
To pleaſe, and ſhew in this our Harry's eis, | 


The pride and glory of our Engliſh. land, 

The unſtain'd thunder of our regal Wii 
No brow ſo rough, but ſure will ſmooth at this, | 
No frown ſo black, but will to ſweetneſs turn, 


And bright as ſun when burſting from the Eaſt, 


Drive night away. —Yet why intreat ye thus? 


No more! no more! ye ſmile and look h Tweet, | 
I'll to our young and trembling author ſay, 


* 


Ye heard, ye ſmil'd, d, ang d did applaud his Play. 


ay 


